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Chapter 1 


FIONA FIVE AROUND THE WORLD 
By Sailor Jane & Glee-Chan 
STORY NOTES: 


This is a sequel to the stories THE FIONA FIVE and TALES 
FROM COLLEGE (A FIONA FIVE STORY). It is recommended 
that you read both those before reading this story. 


Also in the cannon is a story | wrote with Glee-Chan, LOVE 
LETTER LOVELIES 4: HOTSPRING HOLIDAY, which is also a 
sequel in the LOVE LETTER LOVELIES series, which Glee- 
Chan wrote. You might want to read those as well. 


There are also references to the stories POP ROCKS (Which | 
co-wrote with Glee-Chan) and MYTHICAL MIRAGE ONLINE. 
Yeah, didn't mean to give you all so much reading 
material... 


If you've read the first story, you'll know that this is lesbian 
content in this story with adult language and content. A 
serious attempt was made to keep the content from being 
too pornographic, but lesbian relationships are discussed 
heavily in this story. And of course glove-fetish is a must. 


Also, each chapter has a different narrator, listed in the 
beginning, and the story is not in complete chronological 
order (much to Glee-Chan's annoyance). 


To be perfectly honest, | wasn't that happy with this sequel, 
in comparison to THE FIONA FIVE or some of the other works 
Glee-Chan and | worked on. A lot of personal things were 


happening in my life at the time we were writing this, and 
we never really got around to finishing it. But so many 
people have contacted me asking when the sequel is 
coming, so... here you go. 


Please review and let me know your thoughts, and also 
support Glee-Chan's work as well. Thank you for waiting all 
this time. 


CHAPTER 1 - THE FLIGHT HOME 
KELSEY 
“The world has lost all style and grace." 


Fiona Winston lit her cigarette after her declarative 
statement on the private jet to Seattle, Washington. This 
was our final destination following a roller coaster Summer 
Vacation around the world. Even though it was daytime, 
there was almost no light coming through the windows. It 
was cloudy and grey. Typical Seattle weather. 


As always, Fiona was dressed in her glamorous pink tea- 
length gown, lined with satin and lace, and her opera-length 
leather gloves, specifically designed to fit her hand like a 
second skin. Fiona, the most beautiful, stylish, and 
privileged woman in the world sat in her luxury seat able to 
address her friends she had chosen to share this vacation 
with: The Fiona Five. 


Fiona continued her monolog in that Marilyn Monroe style of 
speaking only she could pull off: 


"See, | heard it from my fellow peers in college... criticizing 
my style as being outdated or tacky. And how could | wear 


gloves all the time?" She was mocking her classmates, 
"Nobody wears gloves anymore." 


She took a puff of her cigarette. 


"Most people in college are stupid," Said Olivia Caldwell, 
seated across from her, "To them gloves just get in the way 
of their smart phones." 


"Thank you Olivia," Fiona spoke softly, assign her cigarette. 
There was an unease between Fiona and Olivia that was 
taking it's time to dissipate. Fiona's confident tone of voice 
returned as she continued her lecture, "Yes, this modern era 
is so devoid of class and elegance, and obsessed with 
technology and what's happening in the cyber-world. And 
that's dangerous." 


"That is true," Olivia looked to Jessica Perez, "Your friend 
paid the ultimate price for that." 


"Friend is a strong word Liv," Jessica said lighting a 
cigarette. 


"And," Fiona continued, "When did it become such a sin for 
women to act like... well women?! Was Queen Elizabeth the 
first or Empress Joesephine not a remarkable figure for their 
time? They ruled their countries wearing the most elegant 
leather gloves." 


"| wouldn't call Josephine a ruler," Ayla Zhen uttered, seated 
next to me. She was leaning her gloved elbows on top of her 
seat's head-rest facing Fiona in the seat behind her. 


| must admit while this conversation was going on, I, Kelsey 
Greenburg, the token poor woman of the elite Fiona Five, 
was sort of spacing out looking out the window view of the 


plane's wing and engines. A lot was going through my mind 
at the moment. 


Fiona ignored her and continued, "Women of power who 
became trendsetters for the finest leather gloves in 
existence. So why now have the standards dropped so low? 
Why do women feel to the need to dress like men, wear 
pants, and curse like sailors?" 


"No offense Fifi," Jessica Perez spoke up also holding a 
cigarette between her red leather fingers. Fiona averted her 
attention towards her. Unlike Fiona's whimsical speech, 
Jessica was always more down-to-Earth and commanding 
when she spoke: "But you've never worked a day in your 
life. You've never had to deal with being a woman in the 
workforce; being looked down upon and paid 70 cents on 
the dollar compared to men just because you have a vagina. 
| don't think wearing expensive gloves is going to help that 
in any way." 


"And you're suddenly an expert on the workforce?" Olivia 
scolded her. 


"| volunteered with the AAUW while | was at UDub..." 


"Smoking marijuana with a bunch of bra-less hippies doesn't 
count as work Jessica," Olivia taunted her again. 


"Actually, soeaking of hippies, it really was the 60s 
movement when everyone was rebelling against the status 
quo. Women didn't want to be forced to wear heels, skirts 
and little white gloves anymore." 


"Rebelling by taking all our clothes off and taking a bunch of 
drugs?" Olivia spoke up. 


| sighed at that. | don't think Olivia meant any harm by 
saying it, but it reminded me of something that happened 
on this trip... something | never want to think about again. 


"But did we really have to give up our style and elegance to 
be treated fairly?" Fiona refocused the subject, "I still don't 

think that's the reason," Fiona spoke, "Hippie movement or 
not, we still wore gloves in the 80s, and even men did too." 


Ayla chuckled at that, "Fiona, | wouldn't think of you as a fan 
of 80s fashion." 


Fiona gave a quick look to Ayla but chose to keep ignoring 
her, "I've seen pictures of..." She hesitated and sighed, "Oh 
my mother..." She scoffed at saying the word 'mother' but 
got back on track with her speech, "Back in the 80s, she and 
her friends wore gloves all the time. It's this generation, this 
time that gloves are just seen as either impractical or just 
some sort of fetish. There's no appreciation anymore for 
what they symbolize." 


Fiona took a puff of her cigarette. There was silence. | guess 
all of us were too tired to really engage in a proper 
conversation. So much had happened. 


"When Olivia and I... and Brenda..." 


Ayla took a deep breath hearing that name again. | felt a 
shiver down my spine from it as well. 


"When we were little girls and we made the vow that we 
would wear our gloves forever together... it represented 
something more than just wanting a signature style for 
ourselves. And no, it wasn't just about riches or class. It 
represented our bond as sisters. | think- AH!" 


Fiona's speech was interrupted when we felt a turbulent jolt 
from inside the jet. She shrieked from the rumble. | felt 
myself jump from my seat. Ayla actually fell off her chair. | 
immediately grabbed hold of her seeing if she was okay. She 
just got back in her chair. There was no rumble following 
that, so we must have hit some bad wind or something. | 
don't know much about planes, so | can't explain it. 


After an awkward silence, Jessie just laughed, "| guess 
someone doesn't agree with your assessment Fifi." 


"| think we should put our seat belts on," Ayla spoke aloud 
and immediately followed her own advice. 


No sooner had she said that, the plane was starting to 
rumble more. In walked our flight attendant, naturally 
wearing white gloves at Fiona's request, holding onto the 
seats and she walked by, "Ladies, please fasten your seat- 
belts. We're gonna be hitting some choppy air in our 
decent." 


Another heavy jolt of turbulence, this time | let out a 
scream. The seat belts at least kept us in place. | 
immediately held onto Ayla like a frightened child, but she 
did the same. | was used to turbulence, but | had never felt 
a shock like that on an airplane before. It was like something 
you'd feel on a Universal ride, except this was an actual 
airplane that could fall out of the sky. 


"Folks," The Captain's voice came on, "We've caught the 
edge of a storm in our descent. We're gonna try to get 
through it as smoothly as possible. We do apologize for the 
turbulence. Please keep your seat-belts fastened. Dana, 
take your seat as well please." 


Dana, the flight attendant, addressed us one more time 
before taking her seat in the back, "Everyone stay fastened, 


this may be a bumpy ride." 
"A storm?" Fiona seemed a little freaked out. 


"It's all right," | heard Olivia's voice and imagined her taking 
the seat next to Fiona. At least this moment brought them 
closer again. 


| felt a wrinkle in my forehead, but | tried to calm myself 
down. It was just a storm, this was a state-of-the-art private 
airplane, and we had professional pilots flying through the 
Skies. We'd be fine... right? 


"Don't worry baby," Ayla pat my head speaking to me like | 
really was her child, "I'm here, okay?" 


But suddenly, the rumbling began to get worse. Now it 
really did feel like some sort of Roller Coaster, except it 
wasn't fun. Once | heard the sound of a bottle falling to the 
ground and breaking, the wrinkle in my head turned into 
pounding and | started breathing heavier. 


"Oh my God!" | heard Fiona yell out. 


"| feel like I'm gonna be sick," | yelled out as well. | felt Ayla 
hold me tighter. 


"Easy everyone," Jessie spoke trying to calm us down. She 
was sitting by herself and looked to the seat next to her as if 
someone was supposed to be there... a sixth member of our 
group. Instead Jessie turned around and tried to carry on like 
everything was okay, "Fiona, you were saying?" 


"Not now Jessica," Fiona's voice shuttered. 


"You were saying," Jessie's voice became harder to hear 
over the rumbling and sound of the engines trying to keep 


up, "You, Brenda and Liv were made a vow that-" 


Now Jessie was interrupted as another horrible turbulent jolt 
shook the plane. It felt like the plane dropped slightly. This 
time all of us screamed in one form or another. | felt my 
heart racing. What was going on? All | could do was burry 
my head into my girlfriend's neck. | was starting to freak out 
a bit. 


"What the hell's going on?" Fiona yelled. | think she was 
yelling towards the pilots, "Why are you flying us through a 
storm?" 


"I've been flying for twenty years," Olivia sooke up shaken 
to the bone, "I've never felt anything like this." 


"Remind me to sue them when we land," Fiona said ata 
considerable volume. 


The turbulence was only getting worse. There was no 
announcement from the pilots which meant they were trying 
in vain to fly us through this storm. The worst part was the 
silence. Fiona, Olivia, even Jessie, no one said anything. | 
wished someone, anyone would say something, my heart 
was racing. 


| looked to Ayla, who | could see was breathing heavily too. | 
put my face against her's. It took some effort to speak up, 
but | did so: 


"Ayla," | said loud enough so she could hear me, "I love 
you." 


There was brief pause, but Ayla spoke to me, "I love you too 
Kelsey, more than anything. That's the truth." 


She kissed me on the lips. 


"But don't freak out, we're gonna be okay. All right? Just sit 
back." 


| let go of her and sat back in my chair but kept hold of her 
hand. 


"Don't let go of my hand, okay?" | begged her. 
"| never will." 

"Never again!" | begged her to say 

"Never again!" She said. 


And then, following another jolt of a rumble, | heard some 
sort of loud boom. Maybe it was thunder. | closed my eyes 
squeezing Ayla's hand as tightly as possible. | could hear 
Fiona's panicked voice shrieking. That's when | opened my 
eyes and looked outside of the window towards the wing of 
the plane. 


One of the engines was smoking... It looked like it had 
caught on fire and stopped working. 


My eyes shot open. My voice yelled on instinct: 
"Engine's smoking! THE ENGINE'S SMOKING!" 


Before anyone else on the plane could react to what | had 
just said, | felt the cabin start to drop on it's side, the side 
where the engine had failed. My head and body fell against 
the aircraft wall. Ayla dropped on top of me. Suddenly all 
hell broke loose. We were all screaming, the plane was 
losing altitude. 


| was about to die on a private jet with The Fiona Five... 


Chapter 2 


FIONA FIVE AROUND THE WORLD 
By Sailor Jane & Glee-Chan 
CHAPTER 2 - LOS ANGELES, CA, USA 
(One month Earlier) 

KELSEY 


This was getting out of hand... of out of my gloved hand if 
you will. 


Picture this: I'm in a bathroom stall at Los Angeles 
International airport, with my girlfriend, Ayla Zhen. She's 
leaning against the wall, her panties have been pulled 
down, her skirt is lifted. I'm crouched down in front of her 
pelvis and my opera-length pink latex gloves are working 
their magic, giving her some relief after that plane ride from 
Seattle. Even though we're in a public setting, Ayla's moans 
are echoing throughout the bathroom walls. 


Yes, this sounds completely crazy, but for Ayla and I, this 
was becoming the norm. 


"Ayla," | whispered, "Not so loud, people can hear us!" 


"Sorry," Ayla whispered, breathing heavily, "It just feels so 
good!" 


| had conflicted feelings about this. It was turning me on. We 
had been apart for four years, finishing college. | wanted her 
badly. She wanted me badly. I'd be lying if | said | wasn't 
getting a rush by this as well. But what if we were caught? 


What if the TSA put us on the do-not-fly list? That would be 
the end of The Fiona Five's long-awaited trip around the 
world. Fiona would be really angry at Ayla. It's not like we 
hadn't done something like this before, but | felt like we 
were pushing our luck. Ayla liked pushing our luck. This is 
what she got off to, and | went along with it. 


Ayla's latex gloved hand grabbed my hair as she let out a 
moan of intense pleasure, like some sexual demon was 
being exorcized from this act of public sex. | suddenly forgot 
where we were and only saw my beautiful girlfriend feeling 
the euphoria of our lovemaking. Suddenly, | felt the urge to 
experience the same thing. Ayla opened her eyes, behind 
those cute round glasses she wore, looked down at me and 
ran her latex hand across my cheek. It sent a chill down my 
spine. Ayla's kinky side had won me over once again. | 
wanted it! 


BANG BANG BANG! 


A loud pounding of the door made me jump up and grab 
hold of my girlfriend. She held me too. We had been caught! 
My heart started pounding. What were we going to do? 


"Ayla..." 


It was Jessica Perez's voice. Ayla sighed in relief, but my 
heart wouldn't stop thumping. 


“The blonde bitches got the mini-van," she continued, "We 
gotta go." 


"Jessie," | said, "Is anyone else there?" 


"No," She assured me. 


Ayla had a look of guilt on her face, Knowing that she had 
gotten off while | hadn't. | was no longer in the mood and | 
told her not to worry about it. So she just opened the door, 
not even caring that her panties were still down. Jessie 
stood there with her arms folded and a smirk on her face. 
While Ayla washed herself, | washed my latex hands, dirty 
from my girlfriend's released sexual tension. 


| was too aware that | had been wearing these tight opera- 
length pink latex gloves since we left Jessie's apartment in 
Seattle. Ayla wanted me wearing them for the whole plane 
ride, and she was going to wear hers. Of course, we would 
be covering them up with our opera-length leather gloves, 
purple for me, blue for Ayla. | was used to wearing gloves by 
now, but they were feeling especially uncomfortable; 
clammy and hot. We were in Los Angeles in the summer and 
probably the only people wearing gloves. While | was 
washing my hands, an older woman came in, saw me 
washing my latex gloves. She stopped in her tracks, stared 
at me and slowly started backing out of the room. 


Sighing loudly, and now drying off my latex hands, | finally 
looked to Ayla who was being teased by Jessie: 


"Ayla can | take the latex gloves off now? I'll just wear my 
leather gloves." 


"No no no," Ayla ran up to me holding our leather gloves. 
She was speaking in the cutest way possible, "We need to 
keep them on. It's sooooo hot!" She started tickling my side. 


"Exactly," | wasn't in a playful mood, "They are REALLY hot. 
Too hot! We wore them on the plane, so can we just stick 
with the-" 


She kissed me on the lips and shut me up. That meant 'no.' 


"Please keep them on baby," Ayla smiled at me and held out 
the purple leather glove for me to put on. 


| sighed, and put my latex hand out to be gloved. | always 
loved the feeling of putting leather gloves on my hands, 
especially when Ayla did it for me, but the latex made it so | 
couldn't feel them. Double gloving could be sexy once ina 
while, but this was a little extreme. Once both my gloves 
were on, and | looked in the mirror, satisfied by my ritzy 
appearance. Ayla kissed me again: 


"| love you." 


Chuckling a bit, | looked down and said, "I love you too." 
What a weird relationship we had. 


"And | love both of you," Jessie said to us, "Now can we get 
out of the bathroom, por el amor de Dios?!" 


| helped Ayla put her blue gloves on and we walked out into 
the terminal, the sun was above the horizon; we had taken a 
red-eye flight to make the most of our California day. Fiona, 
Olivia and Jessica were in first class, so they got to sleep. 
Ayla and | stayed back in coach, thanks to Olivia's poor 
planning, and we didn't sleep very well. Actually, the reason 
we didn't sleep was because Ayla and | were feeling each 
other up most of the flight. She just couldn't keep her hands 
off of me, even if she was wearing gloves. | guess | couldn't 
keep my hands off of her. 


We didn't really talk, though Ayla and | helped Jessie with 
her many bags. | still didn't understand why she brought so 
much luggage with her. | just had one suitcase with me. All 
of us had on our matching co-coordinated dresses and 
gloves, Jessie was in red as always. She and | were wearing 
sunglasses. Ayla had considered getting photochromic 
lenses, especially being in California, but Ayla sort of liked 


being the "Nerdy-one" of the group and stuck with her round 
eyeglasses. 


"Olivia," Jessie was on her phone as we reached the 
entrance of the terminal, "Donde cono esta?" 


"English!" | could imagine Olivia Caldwell answering. 


Ayla was laughing at Jessie's shenanigans. Eventually both 
Olivia Caldwell and Fiona Winston walked into the terminal. 
Of course, they were the best dressed ladies in the airport. 
Fiona Winston... she just oozed beauty wherever she went 
with her Marilyn Monroe-style pink gown and matching 
leather opera gloves. Behind those sunglasses, she really 
did look like a movie-star. Olivia was beautiful too in her 
yellow gown and gloves, but she had a hard gig being 
Fiona's companion. 


"So are we ready to go?" Fiona asked smiling at us. 


"Do we look like we're ready to go?" Jessie raised an 
eyebrow at her. 


"Excuse me," one of the security agents came in and lightly 
tapped Fiona's shoulder, "You can't park there-" 


"Don't... touch... me!" Fiona slapped the man's wrist. 


Olivia took over and started reading the man the riot act. | 
even intervened, standing with my friend: 


"This is Fiona Winston," | sooke in my best posh demeanor, 
"Ralph Winston's daughter. He probably owns this airport!" 


"Here we go," | heard Jessie say to Ayla in an annoyed tone. 


"Why don't you go outside," Olivia suggested, "Watch the 
van, make sure nobody scratches it, and then maybe we'll 
consider letting you keep your job." 


The poor worker looked helpless. 


"Oh," Jessie took advantage of the situation, "And put my 
bags in there while you're at it." 


The security agent reluctantly took Jessie's bags, the keys to 
the car and started loading them up. 


Fiona put her hand around my waist, "Thanks for sticking up 
for me Kelsey." 


Even six years later, | still felt like the new girl of the group. 
Fiona just had such a loving presence when she showed 
affection. | couldn't help but blush. 


"Of course Fiona," | told her, "That's what sisters do, right?" 


"Isn't she just so adorable?" Fiona rubbed her cheek against 
mine. 


Olivia rolled her eyes. 


"She is adorable," Ayla came up to me and grabbed my arm, 
"And she's mine." 


"You're cute too Ayla," Fiona gave her a peace offering. 


Generally, Ayla and Fiona got on fine, especially having not 
seen each other as much during college. But every once ina 
while, Ayla got a little possessive. | guess | can't blame her. 
Fiona did try to steal me away from her once, but that was 
ancient history by now. 


"Dios mio," Jessie laughed, "I'm gonna be stuck with all of 
you for a month. | better make sure-" 


Before she could finish, a small asian girl came up behind 
her and placed her white gloved hands over Jessie's eyes. 
With a hint of an accent the girl said: "Guess who?" 


Jessie lit up like a flame, her hands shook as she ignored the 
“Guess who" game, turned around and yelped like a little 


girl: 
"Shi-chan!" 
"Jessie!" The girl yelled back. 


The two of them grabbed hold of each other for dear life, 
and kissed each other passionately. Everyone in the airport 
stopped in their tracks to watch these two hot lesbians 
making out. It was really cute, even if Jessie towered over 
her in height. Ayla gasped with a huge smile on her face 
seeing these lovers reunited. 


So this was Shiho Inoue. | had only seen her in pictures and 
chatted with her over the internet. | have to admit, she was 
even cuter in person. She kind of reminded me of Ayla, only 
her brown hair was shorter, her body seemed a little more 
toned, and her skin was lighter. Of course, she was 
Japanese, Ayla was half-Korean. Shiho's frames were a bit 
more stylish. She had those same long white leather gloves 
| had always seen her wearing in pictures or in chat 
sessions. | know Jessie gave them to her. But she was also 
wearing a yellow dress... | Knew that was going to cause 
some problems. 


They were both speaking in Japanese, so | didn't know what 
they were saying. Ayla looked like she was trying to follow 
them, having brushed up on her Japanese studies. | found it 


strange that she studied the same languages Jessie knew, 
but never the language of her ancestors. 


"Everyone," Jessie spoke in a demeanor | rarely heard from 
her, "This is Shiho Inoue, my girlfriend." 


"Hello," Shiho spoke in a cutesy, but still cool demeanor. 
"Shiho-san," Ayla walked up to her, "Hajimemashite!" 
"Ayla," Shiho chuckled, "Nice to meet you." 


Ayla gave her a hug, which Shiho accepted. But when Ayla 
gave her a little kiss on the lips, she recoiled a bit. | don't 
think the Japanese were too big on kissing people they 
barely knew, or at least this Japanese person wasn't. 


"Um," Ayla put on her best Japanese accent, "Amerika e 
youkoso... irasshaimashita!" She seemed proud of her 
pronunciation. Jessie even gave her a wink from behind 
Shiho's back. 


"Oh prease," Shiho spoke, "Let's speak Engrish. | need to 
practice." 


"English," Jessie spoke up, "With an 'L' baby." 
"EngLish," Shiho corrected herself. 


| had heard Shiho's accent change over the past couple 
years. For someone who didn't grow up speaking the 
language, she sounded really good. Obviously she had an 
accent, but the last time | spoke to her, | was amazed how 
engaging of a conversation | could have with her. 


"Oh my God," Ayla looked her up and down while holding 
her hand, "You are SO cute! We're gonna have so much fun." 


Shiho chuckled, "You sound like Mako-chan." Obviously this 
was a friend of theirs in Japan. 


"So," Jessie pointed to me, "You know Kelsey." 


"Konichiwa," | couldn't help say and gave her a little hug. | 
didn't kiss her. 


“How are you Kelsey?" She asked. 
"A little tired," | admitted. 


Shiho changed her expression, "Me too. It's long flight from 
Japan." 


Jessie said something in Japanese. Ayla guessed that she 
said, "Now you know how | feel." 


"And these two gueras are Fiona and Olivia." 


They didn't seem particularly excited to see the new 
girlfriend. Shiho was very polite and offered a handshake to 
Fiona. Of course, Fiona didn't shake back. She just looked to 
Olivia, who reluctantly shook her hand. To her credit, Olivia 
seemed to be a bit more personable these days. | guess 
college had loosened her up a bit. 


"Um," Fiona spoke, "Jessica," She looked to her friend, "Can | 
speak with you for a minute?" 


Jessie rolled her eyes and reluctantly walked away to have a 
private conversation with her. Shiho looked confused, 
maybe even a little nervous. Ayla tried to make her feel 
better by coming up to her side and putting her arm around 
her. 


"Did I-" Shiho hesitated, "Did | do something wrong?" 


"Well uh..." Olivia answered her, "Shito..." 
"Shiho," The new girl corrected her. 


"Whatever," Olivia brushed her off, "It's about what you're 
wearing." 


"Why?" Shiho seemed confused, "I'm wearing gloves. Jessie 
told me to wear gloves and dress." 


"That's good," Olivia gave one of her fake smiles and spoke 
in a very condescending manner, "It's more about the color. 
You see..." She pointed to her dress and spoke down to her, 
"| wear yellow in the group. Not you." 


"Oh," Shiho's eyes vacillated. She looked to Ayla who simply 
shrugged her shoulders. "| am not part of your group 
though." 


"You are now, apparently," Olivia spoke with a hint of 
disdain, "And yellow is my color." 


| knew this was going to be a problem, and could certainly 
understand Shiho's disappointment, having been the new 
girl in the group myself. Olivia would never allow someone 
to wear the same color dress as her, and Fiona would try to 
figured out some sort of color co-ordination for her. 
Personally, | thought Shiho looked really cute in that outfit, 
but | wasn't about to argue with Olivia. 


“But you have other outfits with you right?" Olivia still sooke 
in her condescending tone. 


"Well-" Shiho didn't have time to respond. 


"Okay okay," Jessie walked back into the group. She tapped 
her girlfriend on the shoulder and told her something in 


Japanese. Shiho replied in the foreign language. | couldn't 
speak Japanese, but | could tell by the tone of her voice that 
she was not very pleased with her treatment. Jessie seemed 
to be doing her best to smooth things over. 


"So," Jessie smiled and rubbed her hands together looking 
at all of us, "Who wants to go to Disneyland?" 


"| do!" Ayla put her hand up like a little kid. 


| was about to join her, but Fiona interrupted me: "Not just 
yet. We're going to Beverly Hills." 


"What?!" Jessie looked at her like she was crazy, "We're not 
doing this now. We'll get her some clothes in New York. 
We're planning on going shopping anyway." 


"No," Fiona said leading us all out of the terminal. She 
wasn't even looking at Jessica, just assuming her friend was 
still listening, "We're going shopping now. Every minute 
counts Jessica, you know that." 


"We must look our best at all times," Olivia continued her 
monolog walking by her side. 


Jessica looked to Ayla and | and made a gagging gesture. 
Ayla smirked at that. The security guard who had been 
scolding us before, opened the van doors like a chauffeur. 


"You'll enjoy this," Fiona turned and looked at Shiho, "You 
can be like Julia Roberts in 'Pretty Woman'." 


Before Jessica could scold Fiona for comparing Shiho to a 
prostitute, Shiho gave a confused look. "Who is Julia 
Roberts?" 


Even behind her sunglasses, Fiona gave Shiho a look of 
disbelief: "Oh Dear..." She looked to Olivia, "Ollie, we have 
much work to do." 


"Indeed!" 


Jessica took the wheel of the minivan we had rented and we 
were on our way to Beverly Hills. Fiona sat up front with her, 
still arguing with Jessie over this detour. Ayla wanted to sit 
with Shiho in the back, while Olivia and | were in the middle. 
After the initial distaste of Olivia's ridicule, seeing the L.A. 
scenery seemed to open up the foreigner quite a bit. I'm not 
sure she had seen Palm trees before. She took out her HD 
camera and started taking pictures from the backseat. 


"So this is your first time in America," Ayla asked her new 
friend in an excited manner, "Right?" 


"Yes," Shiho answered concentrating on her picture. 
"What do you think?" 


"Airport is nice," Shiho joked. She turned from the window 
and looked at my girlfriend. "Did you go to college here?" 


"| was at UC Berkeley," Ayla explained, "It's a good six hours 
from here, near San Francisco." 


"Oh," Shiho answered, "We are not going there?" 


"Trust me," Ayla chuckled, "There's not much to see other 
than a bunch of pot smoking hipsters." 


Shiho was silent for a minute, "Hipsters?" She asked, not 
knowing the meaning of the word. 


"Uh..." Ayla wasn't sure how to explain. She asked Jessie up 
front to translate. Jessie said something in Japanese and 
Shiho understood. 


"Eh," Shiho chuckled, "Okay, | don't want to go there." 


Something about the way she said it made us all laugh, 
even Olivia. 


"Well," Olivia gave a rare compliment, "At least she's got 
some good sense in her." 


"Shiho-san," | leaned back to talk to her. 


"Call me Shiho," She suggested, "I am in America. It must 
be strange to use honorifics." 


"Okay," | said, "Shiho, what are you most looking forward to 
visiting?" 


Shiho immediately responded, "Niagara Falls." 


"Oh yeah!" Ayla smiled, "They're amazing. We can take a 
ferry into the falls, and even go through these caves behind 
them. It's really fun." 


"Fun!" Shiho smiled. 


"Yeah, they're nice | suppose," Olivia spoke up, "But they 
also have a fancy casino!" 


"Oh yeah," | perked up hearing about that, "And we're old 
enough now to gamble, and drink!" 


"Now you're talking my language," Jessie interrupted. 


Our fun conversation didn't last long once we hit freeway 
traffic. Jessie in particular was getting very frustrated. Ayla 


was explaining to Shiho that Los Angeles had the worst 
traffic in the world. | had been down here with the girls 
enough times to confirm that accusation. 


"You see Fifi," Jessie looked to her, "THIS is why | didn't want 
to drive in Los Angeles! | didn't want to waste valuable 
Disneyland time sitting in rush hour traffic!" 


"Calm down Jessica," Fiona went back at her, "There is no 
use in overreacting to something you can't control." 


"You can control it," Jessie raised her voice, "By NOT driving 
to Beverly Hills!" 


"We will buy your girlfriend some workable outfits and get to 
Disneyland with plenty of time to spare." 


"You're buying me clothes?" Shiho snapped her head from 
the window, surprised to hear this. Apparently she was 
paying more attention to their English than | thought. "I 
have not yellow clothes." It wasn't worded correctly, but we 
all got her meaning. She was saying she had clothes that 
weren't yellow. 


"Shiho," Ayla stopped her, "Just go along with it. It'll be 
easier in the long run." 


Shiho made a face. 


"Okay," Jessie spoke again, not aware of the conversation 
going on in the back. She was back to bickering with Fiona, 
“But if | don't get to go on the Little Tea Cup ride, I'm going 
to murder you!" 


Ayla and | chuckled at that. 


At some point, Ayla leaned forward and started groping me 
from behind the seat. 


"Ayla!" | chuckled. 


Olivia seemed a little annoyed by our display of affection. 
Our new friend didn't seem to mind that much, though she 
agreed with Olivia on us cooling down. At least they had 
something in common. 


After what felt like an hour in traffic, we finally made it to 
this fancy boutique that Fiona loved on Rodeo Drive. On 
seeing more scenery, Shiho lightened up again, and started 
Snapping pictures again. She took one with Jessie, one with 
Ayla, even got a nice one of just me and Ayla. Of course, she 
asked someone to take a picture of all of us, which Olivia 
was annoyed by, but Fiona approved the idea. Of course, 
Olivia made the poor pedestrian take the photo like nine 
times not liking any of the pictures. 


Now that her mood improved, it was pretty cute to see 
Shiho so taken in by Los Angeles. We got the royal 
treatment at the boutique. Fiona even got them to play Roy 
Orbison's "Pretty Woman" on the store speakers while we 
tried different outfits on her. Fiona was almost directing 
Shiho's fashion scene. She knew what she wanted for Shiho, 
a knee-length gown similar to what we were all wearing. But 
what color? We had never been six before, so | had no idea 
what color they'd go with. Olivia and Fiona thought green 
would be a good color for her. 


| think Shiho felt a litthe overwhelmed standing ona 

footstool as people weighed on her. Fiona, Olivia and Jessica 
were really focusing on it. Ayla and | stayed by the entrance. 
Now that the others were distracted, Ayla was back to being 


playful. She couldn't keep her hands off of me. Once they 
found something they liked, Fiona got my attention: 


"Kelsey. What do you think?" 


| went by Fiona’'s side and looked at the forest-green dress 
she was wearing with a lace-lining. Actually... she looked 
very cute. They even worked with the opera-length white 
gloves she had on. Shiho was posing in the mirror, finally 
getting used to this treatment. 


"Good color," | said, "Definitely has that Disney Princess feel 
to it." 


"| think it looks..." Fiona stumbled, "It looks... Ollie give me 
an adjective." 


"Vivacious?" Olivia offered. 

“Hmmm, no that's not the word," Fiona said. 
"Audacious?" Olivia offered as an alternative. 
"Audacious!" Fiona put her hand up, "Yes." 
"What does that mean?" Shiho asked. 


"Shi-chan," Jessie sooke up and grabbed her girlfriend's 
hand, "Do you like the dress?" 


"Hmmm," Shiho twirled around, "I like it, but | need different 
glasses frames now." 


It felt like a bit of Fiona's high-class attitude was rubbing off 
on Shiho. Then again, Jessie had told me Shiho was a bit like 
that to begin with. | could see it now for sure. | looked back 

to Ayla to see if she had an opinion, but her attention was 


lost on the latest issue of ROLLING STONE magazine she 
bought in the Seattle airport. 


"I'm not so sure about the skirt though," Fiona said, "It 
seems-" 


"Fiona," Jessie interrupted, "Daylight's burning. We can get 
her more stuff in New York. If she's happy with it, let's buy it 
and go." 


Fiona moaned, "Okay fine." 
"But | will pay for this Fiona," Shiho offered, "I can't-" 


"Nonsense," Fiona almost sounded insulted, "This is my gift 
to you, my best friend's girlfriend. Besides, | get points 
whenever | spend money." 


“How touching," Jessie said sarcastically. 


As the seamstresses made a few adjustments for Shiho's 
dress, Fiona switched her attention, "Now let us talk 
accessories. | agree with the glasses, but gloves are the first 
thing. Very important accessories. Did you know that years 
ago-" 


"Actually," Shiho interrupted her holding up the gloves, "I 
want to keep these gloves. Jessie bought them for me." 


Oliva looked to Shiho as though she had made a serious 
faux-pas. After Fiona stared at her for a second, she finally 
chuckled and responded: 


"Uh... no. You need gloves that match your dress. You see all 
of us have the same color gloves as our dress. So you'll 
wear green gloves." 


"No thank you Fiona," Shiho wasn't backing down, "I will 
wear Jessie's gloves." 


Fiona looked to Olivia for help. 
"Listen Shiba," Olivia asserted her authority. 


"Shiho," the girl's eyebrows lowered as she corrected Olivia 
for the second time. 


"Whatever," Olivia answered, "Fiona is the fashion expert. 
What she says goes. We're allowing you to be part our 
prestigious group because Jessica is like a sister to us, but 
don't second guess us." 


| didn't say anything, but Jessie sighed next to me in 
annoyance. 


“Now if Fiona wants you to wear green gloves then-" 


"Olivia," Shiho started speaking in a low tone that gave 
everyone pause, "These white gloves are very special to 
me. | have been wearing them since | met Jessie. They feel 
good on me. I'm going to wear them. This is final!" 


"For God's sake Fifi," Jessie spoke up for her girlfriend, "If 
she wants to wear the white gloves, let her wear them. 
Nobody else in the group wears white gloves." 


"Jessica," Fiona tried to persuade her. 


"We're not modeling for Gucci here, we're just going ona 
vacation. Just let her wear the gloves she wants to wear. 
Nobody's telling to you not to wear the gloves you love." 


| could see Olivia was about to get involved again but | put 
my hand on Fiona's shoulder and offered my opinion, "I 


think she looks cute with the green dress and white gloves." 


Fiona seemed to pay attention to me and looked back at 
Shiho's outfit, reexamining it as a director: 


"Very well," Fiona relented feeling as if she had lost some of 
her power, "The white gloves will remain, but | get to pick 
out the rest of your accessories!" 


While Fiona looked at earrings and necklaces, even a 
matching green choker, Ayla got Jessie's attention: 


"Hey Jessie, you're never gonna guess who's playing in New 
York while we're there... Poo Rocks!" 


"Pop Rocks?!" Jessie and | seemed to say in unison as we 
walked over to where she was sitting. 


"Says right here," She held up the magazine, "July 4th, 
Independence Day. Pop Rocks at Radio City Music Hall. The 
Original lineup." 


"C.J. too?" Jessie asked. 
"C.J. too!" Ayla answered. 
"Chida!" 


| was quite shocked to hear all this. We had all grown up 
with their music. Ayla was in fact a huge fan. To go see Pop 
Rocks reunite, that seemed like it would be quite an 
adventure. Jessie started singing the words to their hit, 
"Truth or Dare", and picked up Ayla to dance: 


"Truth or Dare / Won't you tell her that you care / Will you 
take her out tonight / Do you swear?" 


All three of us were singing along, | was playing air-guitar, 
and of course Jessie and Ayla were showing off their dance 
moves. 


"What's Pop Rocks again?" | heard Fiona ask Olivia. 
"C.J. Wright's old band," She explained. 
"Oh..." Fiona seemed unimpressed. 


"I've heard C.J. Wright." Shiho explained, "She's famous in 
Japan." 


"Wait a minute," Jessie smiled, stopping the dance, "I know 
Amy Lynn. We've seen her play at Ellington's all the time. | 
bet she can get us tickets, maybe even backstage passes." 


“That would be amazing!" | enthusiastically called out. 


"Unless," Jessie looked to Fiona and crossed her arms, "That 
interferes with some grand plans Fiona has." 


Fiona looked to her girlfriend, "Ollie, what are your thoughts 
on this?" 


Olivia seemed to be pondering this new information: 
"Actually I- | wouldn't mind seeing C.J. Wright live." 


Ayla and | looked at each other amazed by what we just 
heard. Olivia Caldwell wants to go see C.J. Wright and Pop 
Rocks in concert? Were pigs flying? Even Fiona nudged her 
as if to say, 'You're supposed to be on my side. ' 


"All right! Ollie!" Jessie got excited and ran to hug Olivia. 
Olivia didn't even hug Jessie back. She looked very 
uncomfortable. She was even more uncomfortable when 
Jessie planted a big smooch on her lips. 


"Get off me!" Olivia yelled. 


Shiho gave Jessie a look of concern. The dynamics of The 
Fiona Five probably needed to be explained better. 


"All right," Jessie yelled out, "We'll fangirl over Pop Rocks 
later. Can we finish what we're doing and GO TO 
DISNEYLAND ALREADY?!" 


It was only the first day of our vacation and already it 
seemed like we all had a lot of tension between us, 
especially for the couples. Was it going to be like this the 
whole time The Fiona Five (plus one) made their way around 
the world? 
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My eyes opened from slumber to find myself in the mini- 
van, having stopped at the Disneyland hotel. | felt like | had 
been asleep since the girls were playing dress-up at the 
Beverly Hills shop. Maybe it was still the college hipster side 
of me, but | had become so bored by high-scale shopping, 
and we were only going to do more of it on this trip. Even 
the news of Pop Rocks' reunion couldn't keep me awake. | 
would have liked to have played their first album, TRUTH OR 
DARE, once we got to the car, but | just conked out. 


As | became aware of my surroundings, at the back of the 
van, Kelsey's head was resting on my shoulder. She looked 
so cute, those soft white cheeks, like Snow White, her chest 
moving up and down as she breathed. | had a sinful desire 
to grope her as she slept. 


Take it easy Ayla, | had to tell myself. She's really tired. She's 
barely gotten any sleep, we didn't sleep at all last night on 
the plane-ride here. Leave her alone. 


Being apart from my girlfriend for four years really did take 
a toll on me. | just wanted her all the time. | wanted her 
body, | wanted her gloved hands. Even when we were in the 
boutique, | wanted to take her back to the van and give her 
that orgasm | owed her. | didn't even care if people peaked 


in to see us. Had | turned into some wacko nympho? Maybe 
all that weed | vaporized was starting to catch up with me? 
No. Weed doesn't do that. Maybe it was some of the other 
substances | tried? 


Control yourself Ayla, | told myself again. 


| looked ahead and saw Jessie was at the wheel. Shiho was 
in the seat behind her. They seemed to speaking softly in 
Japanese, probably not wanting to wake us. Jessie was so 
considerate realizing that Kelsey and | were tired. Olivia and 
Fiona must have been inside getting the rooms. 


Once again, | looked to my lover sitting next to me. She 
moved her head ever so slightly and let out a soft whimper. | 
felt my body tense up from that cute little sound. My hand 
moved all on it's own and softly grabbed a hold of Kelsey's 
breast. 


"Mmmm," Kelsey's own hand pushed mine away as she let 
out the cutest baby moan in her slumber. 


How was | going to get through Disneyland without caving 
into my sinful desires? 


Fortunately, Olivia came back with the room keys. She gave 
one to Jessie and threw one back our way. | don't know if 
she intended for this to happen, but the keycard flew 
straight into Kelsey's face waking her up. 


"Ah!" Kelsey's eyes opened. Before we could scold Olivia, 
she disappeared. 


"Ayla-chan," Jessie still seemed to be in Japanese mode, 
"Anata ga hoteru ni ikitaidesu ka?" 


| had think about that phrase for a minute. Having just 
woken up, my mind wasn't set up to translate Japanese. | 
automatically assumed she was saying something in 
Spanish, which | had gotten pretty good at figuring out. 
Japanese was a whole different language. Poor Kelsey was 
still rubbing her eyes awake and wouldn't know where to 
start when translating the language. | was pretty sure she 
asked: 'Do you want to go to the hotel room? 


Just as | was figuring it out, Shiho bopped the top of her 
girlfriend's head in a playful manner. "Jessie! English!" 


"It's okay Shiho," | said moving out of the van, "I Know what 
she said." 


Shiho seemed a bit surprised at this, as for once | didn't 
have the translator app | usually used in our Skype chats. 
Jessie, however, just gave a devilish grin. She was ina 
playful mood, wasn't she? 


Kelsey and | got out of the van, unloaded our bags, and 
collected ourselves from the long ride we just had. In the 
meantime, Jessie rolled down her window and called out to 
me, changing her language to Spanish: "Estar aqui en diez 
minutos!" 


"Diez minutos," | replied Knowing she meant 'ten minutes’, 
"gyi" 


Kelsey and | went up to our room. For some reason, | 
thought Fiona and Olivia were going to put us in some 
Disney-themed room, as we had before, but it was standard; 
you've seen one hotel room you've seen them all. Actually, | 
liked that better. | didn't need to be making love to my 
girlfriend with pictures of Goofy looking down at us. 


“| wonder why we didn't share a Suite this time," Kelsey 
asked putting her bags down. 


“Maybe Olivia didn't want to listen to us having rough sex," | 
laughed. Kelsey chuckled too. "Speaking of which..." 


| immediately put my arms around her and started kissing 
her passionately. Kelsey had the softest lips in the world. 
She was certainly a lot more frisky and aggressive than 
when | first started going out with her, but she was still the 
Same sweet innocent girl | knew. Sometimes that could 
frustrate me, wanting to have her let loose, but she had 
been pretty open since | got back. | was honestly amazed 
that | got her to make love to me in the airport. Now it was 
time to return the favor. My gloved hand immediately went 
for her chest. 


"Aylee," Kelsey broke the kiss and whispered, "Aylee, we just 
did it at the airport." 


“But you didn't get your turn," | reminded her. 
"It's okay," Kelsey chuckled, "We have all night." 


"No now!" My sexual instincts were taking over, "I want you 
now." | went back to kissing and groping her. 


"Ayla!" Kelsey's voice sounded more annoyed this time. | 
knew what that meant. | hated that tone. If | continued, she 
was going to yell at me, "Jessie told us to meet in ‘diez 
minutos'!" 


"| know, | know," | was pouting like a child and fighting the 
tension in my body doing it's best to weigh me down. My 
knees bent and | grabbed hold of Kelsey's torso like | was 
going to fall, "I just want you so badly right now!" 


Kelsey knelt down and whispered in my ear, "Later." 
Oh my god, her whispering voice was driving me crazy. 
"Take a deep breath, relax." 


| did so. Breathing in the cool Disney-filtered air helped 
sooth my nerves... but not much. 


"Okay," | told her and stood up. | began readjusting my 
gloves realizing that the latex was showing, "We'll just make 
love on The Pirates of the Caribbean ride." 


Kelsey laughed at my joke, but then she held up her hands, 
"Ayla, can | PLEASE take the latex gloves off now?" 


"NO!" | almost yelled and then had to change my tone, "No 
no," | gave off a more cutesy vibe and grabbed her hands, 
"No, you have to keep them on until tonight." Honestly, it 
sounded like | was whining more than demanding. | felt like 
the tone of my voice could change Kelsey's mind. 


"It's so hot!" Kelsey waved her hands in the air with a 
whimper. | hate to admit this, but it kind of turned me on 
watching Kelsey squirm. Was | horrible person for that? "I 
promise I'll put them back on tonight. | just want to wear my 
leather gloves." 


My mind started fighting itself. On one hand (gloved hand) | 
wanted Kelsey to keep the latex gloves on. | was keeping 
mine on, and yes they were hot, but they were also sexy. | 
inexplicably loved the idea that we wore these sexy latex 
gloves in public and no one could see them. On the other 
gloved hand, my conscious was telling me, 'Why are you 
treating your girlfriend like this? Let her take the gloves off. 
You're pushing her too hard.’ Unfortunately, the first voice 
had too strong a hold of me, and | stuck to my guns: 


"Please Kelsey!" | squeezed her hands, "You can do it. You've 
kept them on before. Can't you do this for me?" 


"| do a lot for you Ayla," Kelsey replied. 


“Just think how sexy it will be when my latex gloves," | 
slipped my blue leather glove down ever so slightly to 
reveal my black latex underneath, "Make you cum..." 


| didn't quite get the response | wanted out of Kelsey. She 
closed her eyes and whispered an annoyed: "Okay." 


| felt bad. | should have just let her take them off, but | just 
couldn't bring myself to do it. Fortunately, Kelsey placed a 
smile on her face, making me feel better. She grabbed her 
purse signaling she was ready to go. | was about to put my 
arm around her, but she slapped my butt, laughed, and 
started running for the door. 


So she WAS in a playful mood... 


"Oh no you don't!" | ran after her and gave her a couple 
little smacks on the behind as she tried to open the door. 


“"Ahhhh!" Kelsey screamed with a laugh, "Stop it!" 


We were on the monorail to the park. Jessie and Fiona were 
mostly arguing about which rides they were going to go on 
first. Shiho seemed more interested in the sights outside the 
monorail. Like before, | usurped the seat next to her so she 
had some company. Before | even had a chance to speak to 
the girl, Fiona interrupted. 


"So Shiho..." The blonde spoke slowly, still looking at her 
phone as she addressed her. Shiho turned from me over 
towards Fiona's direction. | think it was the first time Fiona 
had called her name. "What is your favorite Disney movie?" 


Jessie seemed curious of the answer as she looked Shiho's 
way. | think all of us were eager to hear her speak up again. 
She was being very quiet. 


"Hmmm," Shiho thought about it, "I like... A-Lad-din." She 
over-pronounced the 'L' to Say it right. 


"Shiho," Jessie got her girlfriend's attention, "Remember 
when | told you that we dressed up as Disney Princesses for 
Halloween? Ayla was Princess Jasmine." 


"Oh really?" Shiho looked at me, "You must look amazing as 
that." 


"Well," | put my hands on my face to make a cutesy gesture, 
"| guess | did look kawaii." She laughed at my use of the 
word 'kawaii,' Japanese for 'cute.' "Too bad | can't dress as 
Jasmine while we're at Disneyland." 


"We're not allowed to cosplay at Disneyland," Kelsey leaned 
forward chiming in, "It's some sort of rule." 


"Yeah apparently," Jessie continued, "They think kids will be 
confused over who the REAL Princess Jasmine is. So stupid." 


Shiho seemed to agree as she looked to Jessie, "Yes, that is 
stupid." 


"| actually agree," Olivia chimed in. My eyes widened 
hearing this. Olivia didn't agree with anyone other than 
Fiona very often, "They're just jealous that | look more like 
Belle from Beauty and the Beast than those fat girls they 
got playing her." 


"So," Jessie scratched her head looking back at Olivia, "You 
think Disney specifically made this rule to prevent you from 
Showing up their face characters?" 


Olivia sighed, "You know, one of the things | did NOT miss in 
college was you constantly second-guessing me." 


"Of course you missed it," Jessie turned around to face her 
friendly rival, "Gimme a kiss!" 


Jessie made kiss faces towards Olivia, who in turn tried to 
Smack her away. Fiona grabbed hold of her friend and made 
her sit down. While Kelsey and | were laughing, Shiho looked 
over Jessie's way and gave the same unsettled look | saw 
her give at the airport. 


Once the monorail came to a stop, Fiona had us all lined ina 
row walking into Disneyland, like we were still the Queen Bs 
of high school. But this time, being that there were six of us, 
Fiona was having trouble figuring out who would stand 
where. In truth, | think Fiona and Jessie just wanted more 
time to have a cigarette before going into the park. 


Fiona was always in the middle, although she and Olivia 
briefly shared the middle when there were only four of us, 
with Jessie and | on either sides of them. Jessie ended up 
next to Fiona in Senior year, due to her popularity status. By 
that point, The Fiona Five was as much Jessie's as it was 
Fiona's, regardless of who's name was in it. So this time 
around, Fiona and Jessie shared the middle, which Olivia was 
annoyed about. Olivia took Fiona's left while | had Jessie's 
right. | don't think Jessie liked being separated by her 
girlfriend, but Shiho felt more comfortable being to my right 
than Olivia's. That meant Kelsey was next to Olivia and we 
were separated. 


| especially didn't like hearing Olivia say, "For the best, we 
gotta keep you two lezbos separated." 


Five years being Fiona's girlfriend, and she still looked down 
on us for being lesbians. Shiho actually shot her a dirty look. 


She was probably wondering why it was so important over 
who stood where? Years of being involved with these little 
rules of Fiona's, and even | didn't understand them half the 
time. 


Now inside, Shiho broke from the line and wanted to get a 
picture of everything. Once again, we needed to get a group 
shot, she had to be paired with Jessie. She also wanted to 
stop in all the little shops at the entrance, but Fiona put a 
stop to this very quickly. Pictures had to be kept to a 
minimum, especially since we had limited time having gone 
to Beverly Hills. 


"So," Fiona said looking at the map Olivia was holding, "Our 
first stop is-" 


"Space Mountain!" Jessie screamed. 


"Space Mountain!" | screamed as well. What could | say, | 
wanted to ride a roller coaster. 


Jessie grabbed my hand and we ran for Space Mountain. 


"Hey!" Fiona yelled, "That's not what we agreed on, and 
we're supposed to be walking in a line!" 


Okay, so we stuck with the formation and fortunately were 
able to go right to the front of Space Mountain. In this case, 
the couples were paired together. | sat next to Kelsey, Jessie 
sat with Shiho, and the two blondes were in the back. | 
always loved the roller coaster in the dark with galaxies and 
stars all over the place. It was so cool. Kelsey grabbed hold 
of me while we were speeding through the stars. It was 
erotic. 


"Woohoo!" Jessie jumped up once we got off, "Let's do it 
again!" 


"Yeah!" Kelsey jumped up as well. 


"We just rode it!" Olivia complained, "Why would we do it 
again?" 


"Oh no!" Fiona was feeling her hair with her gloved hands. 
She immediately reached into her purse to pull out her 
compact and almost screamed, "My hair is a mess!" She 
held our her hand, "Olivia, brush!" 


Olivia immediately pulled out a brush from her purse and 
began to fix her girlfriend's hair. Fiona was complaining that 
she wasn't doing it right. 


"Fiona," Shiho got defensive, "Your hair is good. And you 
must not speak so mean to your friend-" 


"Yameru," Jessie said 'stop' in Japanese. Shiho seemed to be 
arguing with her, it was kind of hard to follow. 


Most of the day was just a typical trip to Disneyland. We 
went on rides, got some food, made out with our girlfriends, 
you know the typical thing. Occasionally Shiho stoped to 
have her picture taken with Winnie the Pooh or Jessie would 
buy her a set of Minnie Mouse-ears. | guess we all took for 
granted the fact that we had been to Disneyland so many 
times and weren't impressed by it anymore. 


Fantasyland was really home for The Fiona Five. The way we 
dressed, the whole royalty princess demeanor, it was a 
place for Fiona, Olivia and even Jessie to really act like 
Princesses. It was too kiddy for me, but Kelsey got into it, 
and | liked being close to her. Despite the annoying "It's a 
Small World" song playing, it was fun just kissing her 
throughout the entire ride. Olivia and Fiona kept scolding us, 
but we didn't care. 


One problem came when we went to the Little Tea-Cup ride. 
It was closed. Oh, was Jessie pissed! She was cursing in 
Spanish like there was no tomorrowland. Calming her down 
took some effort, but Shiho managed to do it with a sweet 
look and a little kiss. It's funny how quickly Jessie's temper 
dropped. She had it bad for her, didn't she? 


So we went to Sleeping Beauty's Castle. Shiho loved the 
Castle, not hesitating to take pictures of everything. Kelsey 
and | walked ahead of the group. | felt her wrap her arms 
around my torso and kiss me lightly on the cheek. It made 
me tingle: 


"You know," Kelsey smiled, "Something about this castle, 
being here together... | don't know, it feels so romantic." 


| wasn't sure | would call Disneyland romantic, it was more 

just being here with my girlfriend, and probably still feeling 
frisky form earlier. But | decided to get into the roll-play and 
have fun with her. 


"Oh Kelsey," | put on a fake British accent and held her 
gloved hands, "Won't you be my princess?" | ran my leather 
hand across her cheek. 


She chuckled hugging me, rubbing her cheek against mine, 
and put on a British accent as well, "Of course. Will you be 
mine? It seems as though you've been held captive for four 
years." 


"Yeah," | dropped the British accent, "Held captive in the 
Castle of Berkeley!" 


Kelsey laughed at my joke and locked lips with me. While | 
was kissing her in line, blissfully Unaware of my 
surroundings, | began to ponder the idea of getting Kelsey a 
crown so she could be my princess in the bedroom that 


night. Unfortunately, my fantasy came to an abrupt end 
with a series of loud hand-claps. 


"HEY!" The woman clapping her hands yelled into my ear, a 
mother with a child. Her voice was ear-piercingly annoying, 
"Stop that, there are children in here!" 


Of course, there always had to be some homophobe around 
using children as an excuse to scold us. | wanted to yell at 
her: ask why it was okay for teenage boys and girls to kiss 
each other on the Disney Channel, but two grown women in 
real life, two lovers, weren't allowed to. But as Jessie always 
told me, 'pick your battles.' Kelsey let go of me on instinct, 
but | grabbed her hand and squeezed it. This was my 
vacation with my girlfriend and | wasn't about to let some 
intolerant asshole ruin it for me. 


At the end of the ride was Sleeping Beauty herself, Princess 
Aurora. Kelsey and | watched her humor the kids and Kelsey 
and | got a picture with her. With the homophobic woman 
still on my mind, | got a little bold and asked Aurora if she 
ever thought about marrying a princess rather than a 
prince. Kelsey nudged me, but in truth, | just liked messing 
with the actors. She was very professional, and courteous, 
and said she had found the Prince of her dreams and 
whatever. However, she pointed to Kelsey: 


"Is this your princess?" 
"Yup," | held onto her, "She's my princess." 


"Awww," She held her hands together, "You're ever such the 
cute couple." 


Well that lifted my spirits. | decided to have more fun with 
her: 


"Believe it or not," | told her, "I'm actually a descendant of 
the Korean Imperial Household." 


Aurora's eyes lit up, "Really?" 
"She's just joking," Kelsey ruined my prank. 


Aurora laughed at that. She was pretty cute. | honestly 
wanted to have more fun with her and ask some perverted 
questions, but | didn't want to ruin her job. We hung around 
until the other four came in. Shiho wanted to have her 
picture taken with Aurora, and actually all six of us gota 
picture with her. But Fiona seemed to have problems with 
her: 


"You're the girl playing Aurora?" 


Once again, the actress was very professional, and said, "| 
am Aurora," and smiled. 


Fiona scoffed, "Look don't take this the wrong way or 
anything, but you do not look anything like Aurora." 


"Fiona," Kelsey implored her. 


Jessie hid her face in her hands. It was pretty embarrassing 
to have our friend pick on the actress. The kids standing 
around were second-guessing her, and poor Aurora couldn't 
get a word in edge-wise. Fiona just kept talking: 


“Princess Aurora shines. She radiates beauty. You simply do 
not." Fiona picked up her bare hands, "You're not even 
wearing gloves. It doesn't matter if Sleeping Beauty doesn't 
wear gloves in the movie, you should be wearing pink 
gloves at all times like Cinderella or Belle." She looked to 
Olivia, "Am | right Olivia?" 


"| agree Fiona," Olivia said, big shock. 
"All right Fiona," | stood up for Aurora, "That's enough." 


"Well..." Aurora was having a really hard time keeping her 
smile. 


"In fact," Fiona continued, "Why don't you take a break for a 
while. I'm already wearing pink and have blonde hair, and 
have the proper gloves. I'll entertain the children." She 
looked back to her lackey, "Olivia... crown!" 


Olivia plucked the crown right off of Aurora's head, finally 
wiping the smile off her face. 


... About five minutes later, we were in Disneyland jail, 
behind bars. 


All six of us stood there all angry over what had just 
happened. While The Fiona Five members were used to 
dealing with these kind of shenanigans, | think | felt the 
worst for Shiho. She must have been having an awful time 
having to tag along with Jessie's horrible friends. We were all 
standing silently until Jessie finally spoke up: 


"You had to take her crown..." She spoke slowly, "Do you... 
EVER think things through before you act on them... Fifi?" 


"Shut up Jessica!" Fiona soewed without looking at her. 


As we stood there, a few kids bended the bars to come into 
the toon-town jail with us. They played around with the 
rubber bars like they were struggling to get out. None of us 
reacted to them at all, and they didn't react to us. Once the 
kids were bored, they ran out of the jail and did whatever 
else they felt like doing. 


"So..." | asked, "Can we go now?" 


"No Ayla," Fiona talked down to me, "We're in jail, 
remember?!" 


So we continued to stand in Toon-Town jail voluntarily... 


was | friends with these people again? 


why 
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We had gone our separate ways for the rest of the day but 
by nightfall, the six of us met up again and watched 
Fireworks over the castle. | hate to sound corny, but it was a 
magical moment. | even caught Olivia holding onto Fiona. It 
was a rare moment of cuteness for her. Holding my 
girlfriend in my arms under the fire-lit sky was what | longed 
for. At that point, | couldn't take it anymore. 


After dinner, we stopped at the shops and | got Kelsey a 
little tiara so she could be my princess tonight. As cute as 
Shiho was, she was unintentionally clam-jamming me. She 
had to stop at every shop to look at souvenirs to buy for 
every friend she had back in Japan. | was aching looking at 
Kelsey and her little tiara. The sooner | got her home the 
better. 


C'mon Shiho, hurry up! 


By the time we got back to the hotel and | quickly said 
goodbye to everyone, | rushed Kelsey into the empty 
elevator and just started making out with her like crazy. | 
wanted her tongue against mine. | wanted to feel her 
breasts. | was all over her. | just couldn't control myself. 


"Aylee!" She broke the kiss, so | just started kissing her 
neck. | couldn't stop myself. What's taking this elevator so 
long? 


| kept fondling her and kissing her as we got to the room. 
Once inside, | pushed her onto the bed and almost attacked 
her. 


"Aylee, Aylee!" She stopped me. 


"Kelsey please!" | begged her. Why couldn't she just let me 
make love to her. Why did it always have to be like pulling 
teeth, "| want to make you-" 


"Hold on!" Kelsey stood up, "You stay there." 


| moaned in annoyance having to stay on the bed while my 
girlfriend stood up. My hand instinctively reached inside my 
pants. 


"No no no," Kelsey pulled my hand away. Fortunately her 
tone was more playful, "You have to sit there and watch... 
your princess strip for you." 


"Oh..." Now she was talking my language, even if | was 
aching from sexual starvation. 


Kelsey looked so cute in her purple gown, purple gloves, and 
that tiara. 


"Just so you know," Kelsey smiled at me, "This tiara's not 
coming off. | am a princess after all." 


"Yes your highness!" | giggled. 


The first thing she did was take out a wipe pad and softly 
clean off her leather gloves. Once she was satisfied, Kelsey 


went over to my ipod and speaker. She put on a Pop Rocks 
song, “Prom Night" which we had heard together many 
times. In fact, she put it on the night of our Senior Prom. It 
was a funky sexy dance-tune. So it only made it more 
enticing when Kelsey began to slowly dance and pull the 
sleeves of her dress off. 


It was sooooo hard not to touch myself. | hugged my torso 
and was breathing so heavily from watching this. 


Kelsey couldn't have been more sexy; slowly removing her 
gown while bending her knees down. Once it was off, she 
kicked it away and was down to her underwear: a lacy pink 
bra and panty set that | had gotten for her. 


"Take them off," | whispered lying on the bed desperately 
wishing | could do it for her. 


"Shhhh," Kelsey put her finger to her lips and smiled, "Just 
for that, I'm take an extra long time to remove my bra." 


| moaned in annoyance, but it didn't change things. Kelsey 
ran her hands across her bare skin, inch by inch. She 
touched her shoulders, her torso, her thighs, the tops of her 
feet, all with the leather gloves. Then she slowly brought the 
straps of her bra down and began to tickle her nipples with 
the purple leather gloves. She kept looking at me while she 
did that. For a strip-tease that | personally didn't ask for in 
the beginning, now | didn't want it to end. It was so sexy. 
Kelsey was so shy and reserved, anytime she broke out of 
her shell and got into sexy-mode was heaven for me. 


Eventually, she reached behind and pulled her top off. She 
threw it right on my head and told me to leave it there. 


"Since when did you become so dominant?" | teased. | 
wasn't complaining. | could still feel her body heat on the 


bra as it rest on my head. | liked this side to her. | wanted 
her to be dominant. This is exactly what | wanted out of my 
girlfriend, to be more involved in the kinky side of our 
relationship. 


Kelsey's purple gloved hands kept massaging her breasts. 
She was sighing and moaning from the sensation. | knew 
she was getting turned on. 


"Oh," Kelsey whispered, "I almost forgot, | have a surprise 
under these gloves." 


| knew what they were of course, the pink latex gloves | had 
gotten for her. She stayed true to her word and left them on 
all day. Kelsey inched the leather gloves off, slowly revealing 
the pink latex underneath. She made a fist with her latex 
hands and used the another wipe to clean off the gloves. 


"Where's the lube?" She asked. 
"In the pocket of my bag." 


Kelsey reached into my bag and poured some lube on her 
latex gloves. She slowly ran them all over the gloves, going 
all the way up to her biceps. Once they were lubed up, she 
really started to massage her breasts. She bent over and 
moaned. 


“Can | have some lube?" | said ripping off my leather gloves 
to reveal the black latex underneath. 


"Not yet," Kelsey stuck her tongue out at me. 


And finally, she inched off her panties. Kicking them aside, 
her latex hand explored her pelvis and thighs. They knew 
where her sensitive spot was, so Kelsey allowed the latex 
garments to find it. 


"Kelsey," | begged her, "| want to do it. Please let me do it!" 


Finally, Kelsey slowly walked over to me like a Super-model 
only dressed in her gloves and that tiara. She bent over and 
licked my earlobe. That's when she whispered, "You can do 
whatever you want to your princess tonight." 


Like a defibrillator went through me, | suddenly grabbed 
hold of Kelsey and pinned her to the bed. | kissed her, | ran 
my hands along her naked body. | grabbed the lube to make 
my hands oily. And without a moment to waste, | let my 
latex hands finally give Kelsey the orgasm | had been 
waiting to give her. It happened very fast and Kelsey 
screamed from intense pleasure. My fingers felt that 
tightness as Kelsey arched her back. | Knew she was 
satisfied, and having done this many times, it was time to 
stop before she got irritated. | honestly wanted to do more. 


Then Kelsey got up and kissed me and held me, "Do you 
want your princess to use her royal scepter?" 


"No," | told her, "Just use your gloves." As much as | felt like 
dishing out some of the toys or costumes | had brought with 
me, | was still tired and just wanted to orgasm quickly. As 
long as she did it, | would be satisfied. 


"Okay," Kelsey gave the cutest smile as she kissed me. 


Her gloved fingers gave me the much needed release | was 
looking for. | screamed so loud, that as soon as | was done, | 
heard a bang on the wall next to the bed. 


"WILL YOU TWO LEZBOS KEEP IT QUIET?!" 


It was Olivia's voice and | could hear Fiona laughing from 
that. Good thing | was done or Olivia would have totally 


ruined it for me. Why did they book a hotel room right next 
to us? 


Once we were done, Kelsey collapsed into the covers, "I 
want to take my gloves off now. My hands are killing me." 


| sighed. | honestly didn't want her to take them off. My 
crazy sex-crazed fantasy was to keep her in those gloves for 
the entire trip. But | knew that would be asking too much. 
Hell, it was hard enough just getting her to wear them for a 
day. 


"| guess | could use a break myself," | told her. Not to 
mention that the gloves were quite dirty at this point. 


Grabbing two pairs of opera-length satin gloves, we went 
into the bathroom, slowly pulled off our latex gloves and 
washed our hands. Kelsey really loved doing this. She loved 
feeling my ungloved hands. It was honestly such an alien 
feeling to me. | liked Kelsey's bare hands, but | just hated 
not having something to cover the skin of my hands and 
arms. So the minute my hands were clean and dry, Kelsey 
pulled on the satin gloves for me. She took her time with her 
own gloves, enjoying the fresh air. But eventually they had 
to go on. 


"Ah," Kelsey said as we went to the bed holding hands, 
"Feels nice having a fresh pair of gloves." 


"| know," | said. 


| wanted to just conk out but Kelsey held onto me, "Aylee, 
let's hug for a while." 


"As you wish." | referenced Princess Bride. 


Kelsey finally realized she still had the tiara on, so she took 
it off. | let out a moan of disapproval, but she just laughed it 
off. Feeling my girlfriend's satin arms around me did feel 
wonderful. 


"| had so much fun with you today," Kelsey confessed, "I 
love you Aylee." 


"| love you too Kels." 


"| don't want us to be apart anymore. | want you with me all 
the time from now on." 


"| promise," | told her. 


We were still holding each other as we fell asleep, naked. 
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"Jessica are you free?" 


That's basically how Fiona asked me to go on vacation with 
her. She called me up when | was knee deep in cramming 
for my final Poli-Sci classes. Not really in the mood to argue, 
and actually glad to have an excuse not to look at books, | 
answered: 


"Well, | guess | can take a break for a minute. Que pasa?" 


"No," Fiona acted like | was stupid and didn't understand 
anything. If anything, | should have been acting that way to 
her, "| mean to say, are you free this summer?" 


Ah! Fiona was cooking up something. | knew she was going 
to want to have a reunion at some point, but | was planning 
on visiting Shiho in Utsunomiyo after school finished. | was 
actually surprised Olivia wasn't talking to me about Fiona's 
plans. 


"Well," | explained to her, still happy to be away from 
studying, "| was planning on going to Japan to see Shiho." 


"Who?" Fiona asked the question. 


Okay, now | started getting annoyed, "Shiho... my 
girlfriend... I've only told you about her five million times..." 


"| Know who she is Jessica," Fiona shared my aggravation, 
“But you can see her anytime. | want-" 


"What part of 'Japan' are you having trouble understanding 
Fifi?" 


"Would you let me finish please?" Fiona was trying to keep 
her posh tone, "Do you remember the last time we got 
together over Christmas, we spoke about going on another 
Fiona Five trip around the World to celebrate reaching this 
milestone in our lives?" 


Did | remember? At the time | thought it probably was just 
Fiona running her mouth off as usual and me just 
responding with: "Sure whatever." But now, mentioning 
another world vacation did perk my interest. | always 
enjoyed those, and we hadn't been on one in four years. But 
Shiho? Well... | had been thinking of taking her on vacation, 
even bringing her to the States. She hadn't been outside 
Japan much. 


“| guess so," | answered her, "Where do you plan on-" 


"And," Fiona interrupted me, "Japan can be one of our stops 
so you can have a day with your girlfriend. | also want to 
visit Hawaii-" 


"I'm not just visiting her for one day Fiona," It was my turn 
to interrupt her. 


Fiona just started babbling on about something. Eventually | 
couldn't take it anymore and blurted out: 


"Tell you what, can Shiho come with us?" 


| actually shocked myself in suggesting that, but | wasn't 
about to back down. | already knew what the initial answer 
was going to be: 


"Um," Fiona spoke softly, "No Jessica. | am planning on 
making this a proper Fiona Five vacation. | haven't seen you 
all in so long, | want to spend time with my sisters, not some 
Japanese girl | barely know and won't be able to understand. 
It will be awkward." 


"Oh," | uttered very matter-of-factly, "Well then you four 
have a good time. I'm not going." 


It was kind of hard to turn down a trip around the world with 
all my friends. | wanted to go out with Ayla again. In fact, | 
considered just making my own Jessica vacation with Shiho, 
Ayla and Kelsey. They wouldn't mind sharing my time with 
her. Looking down at Shiho's picture on my Desktop's 
Wallpaper made it easy to turn her down. It already felt like 
the Universe was doing everything in its power to separate 
us, | wasn't about to let Fiona do it too. 


"What?!" Fiona suddenly got defensive, "You're ditching me 
for her again?!" 


"Fifi, I'd really like to go with you-" 


"We need you Jessie!" She so rarely called me ‘Jessie’ that | 
knew a Sliver of emotion was starting to seep into her. | 
guess it worked, because | was starting to feel bad for 
turning her down. | think she really needed this. "It's time 
for The Fiona Five to be introduced to the the world 


properly." 
"Introduced to the world?" | mocked her. 


"The Fiona Five can't be together without our Jessica Perez." 


"Right," | mocked her again, "Your token hispanic member." 


"Jessie please!" She begged me again. It was actually pretty 
fun listening to her whine. 


"Look," | was getting tired of this conversation, "I'd love to 
do another Fiona Five vacation with you all Fifi. | really 
would. But | want Shiho with me. You're going to have your 
girlfriend with you, Ayla and Kelsey will be together, | don't 
want to be the odd woman out. Besides all that, Shiho 
doesn't deserve to sit at home while I'm seeing the world 
with Los Cinco Fiona-Putas! You want me to come, Shiho 
comes too. That's my condition. It'll have to be The Fiona 
Five plus one." 


There was silence. 


"I'll think about it," Fiona said. That was as close to 'yes' as | 
was going to get out of her, "Let me talk to Olivia..." 


Oh God, Olivia... but | Knew Fiona would allow Shiho to come 
if it meant having me with them, regardless of how much 
Olivia whined about it. 


"Great," | said, "Thanks Fifi." 


"If she does accompany us," Fiona lectured me, "She must 
look the part. She needs to wear opera gloves, a lavish 
gown-" 


"Way ahead of you Fifi," | told her, "She's already been 
wearing gloves 24/7 every time | see her." 


"Well that's a start," Fiona seemed pleased with that, "I'm 
going to have Olivia send out a group email of all the places 
| want to go. If you want to visit some place specific let me 
know. Olivia will take care of the details." 


"Just get Shiho on the trip," | told her, "And you can send us 
to the South Pole if you want!" 


There was brief silence on the other end, "Why would we go 
to the South Pole?" 


Tonta! "You see Fifi," | patronized her, "There's these things 
called jokes-" 


"Yes whatever Jessica," Fiona was obviously done with the 
conversation having gotten what she wanted, "Respond to 
the email." 


"Bueno!" 


Before hanging up, Fiona's voice softened: "Your girlfriend is 
lucky to have someone to love her as much as you do." 


That comment threw me. Before | could answer, she hung 
up. So strange... Fiona was the most narcissistic person | 
knew, and yet on the rare occasions, Fiona would drop the 
royal posh mask and show her real self. In that moment, | 
think | heard something special. 


To say Shiho was excited about the prospect of a World 
Holiday was an understatement. When | called her she 
sounded very tired, but perked up immediately as | told her 
the good news. Both of us had wanted some alone time, but 
a trip around the world was just too amazing to say no to. Of 
course, it then occurred to me that she'd have to spend 
time not just with Fiona Winston but Olivia Caldwell. Que 
Dios me ayude! 


My flashback (No not that kind of flashback) caught up to 
the present. | was laying naked in bed, watching my naked 
girlfriend's incredible body as she slept, the white gloves 
still on her hands. She was completely out of it. | was 


Surprised she stayed awake as long as she did. Shiho 
traveled on a 13+ hour flight, immediately was whisked into 
an impromptu Fiona Five shopping trip, and spent the 
remaining part of the day in Disneyland. If that wasn't 
enough, when we arrived at our hotel, | was all over her. 


This is until she fell asleep and started snoring with her 
head between my legs. | might have been more upset about 
this if it wasn't so cute. She was dead to the world! | poked 
her, but she wasn't moving. Her butt remained in it's raised 
position, which just made it all the more hilarious. She 
literally just passed out in mid-lick. 


"Shiho-chan!" | yelled. 


She shot up on all fours and looked around like a puppy dog. 
| lost it. | laughed so hard | started crying. Shrinking to a 
sitting position, Shiho looked completely embarrassed. Of 
course she was mortified. She apologized over and over, but 
all | could picture was that butt sticking up in the air. 


"I'm sorry Jessie, | really am." Shiho apologized for like the 
twentieth time in English. She switched to Japanese to say, 
"Lay back down, | can-" 


"Shi-chan, you're exhausted!" | told her in Japanese, "Why 
didn't you tell me before?" 


Shiho sighed, "I don't want to lose any time we have," she 
spoke meekly. She must have really been tired because 
even her Japanese sounded scratchy. Her eyes still looked 
heavy. She was running on auto-pilot 


"Poor unfortunate soul," | quoted The Little Mermaid; we 
were in the Disneyland hotel after all, "We have time. Come 
over here and go to sleep. We have to get up early 
tomorrow." 


"But..." Shiho hesitated, "You didn't-" 
"It's okay. | did when | was doing you." 
Her eyebrows lowered, "Not from me though." 


She was being stubborn, but the mood was gone and she 
was barely awake. | basically had to pull her close, slipping 
in between the covers with her. | placed her hand down in 
between my thighs, and kissed her. | Knew she wouldn't last 
long, and even though she gave a valiant attempt, she 
passed out, her gloved fingers laying over my lap. 


"Did you have fun today?" | asked her, still in Japanese. 


"Hai..." The way she said the japanese word for 'yes' was so 
cute, so dear, and yet so sleepily, | just felt my spine tingle. 


And that where | was now. Watching the girl breathe in and 
out, admiring her face as the moon light highlighted her 
beauty. | still wanted mine, but seeing and feeling her next 
to me was Satisfying in its own way. | could spend an entire 
lifetime gazing at those eyelashes flutter in a dreamlike 
state. 


The next morning, very early, Shiho wanted to make it up to 
me. | told her we didn't have time, but while we were in the 
shower, she went to town and gave me the release | 
needed. Then she did it again to me afterwards. We almost 
missed eating breakfast In Fiona's suite for how much she 
ravaged me... Not that | was complaining... 


Well after a second shower (believe me we needed it) we 
went into Fiona's giant Disney suite where they had ordered 
room-service, waitresses and all. Of course, Fiona made 
them all wear gloves, and | didn't really have a problem with 
it. Soeaking of which, all of us had to wear latex gloves over 


our leather ones to avoid getting them dirty. While Shiho 
was used to seeing me do this, | think it was a strange sight 
to see all of us doing it. 


| wasn't wearing my dress this time. | had a cute red shirt 
with short lace-sleeves and blue jeans. | even wore a shorter 
pair of elbow-length red leather gloves, because | was going 
to be driving a lot today. Shiho had even given me a 
different red bow to wear in the back of my hair. 


Shiho was wearing the same thing. | told her she could wear 
something different, but she didn't want to deal with Olivia 
again. Even Olivia pointed out: 


"You're wearing that again?" 


"lL only have the one." Shiho pointed out. "Someone said no 
yellow." 


Haha! That was the sassy Shiho | knew, not backing down. 


Olivia and Fiona were still dressed to the nines, but Ayla had 
switched up her style as well, going for her hipster look with 
a white fedora hat. Of course her blue gloves were still on. | 
actually wondered if she was still wearing the latex gloves 
underneath. Kelsey was still wearing semi-formal attire, and 
even kept her tiara on, most likely at Ayla's request. | think 
Shiho said called it 'kawaii,' which made Kelsey blush. 


Ayla and Kelsey looked really tired. | could only imagine 
what they had been doing the night before. Though | think 
Ayla noticed my Jell-O legs and the goofy grin on my face, as 
she give me a knowing smile. 


While we were eating, with Olivia running her mouth off 
about something, | took a moment to check my emails on 
my phone. Seeing one in particular got me excited. 


"Ayla!" | interrupted Olivia's ramblings. 


"Hmmm?" She answered, her cheeks stuffed with a mouth 
full of pancakes. 


"| got an email from Amy Lynn." 
"Really?" Her eyes suddenly shot open. 
"Amy Lynn?" Shiho asked. 


| looked to her and told her that Amy was the guitarist from 
Pop Rocks. She had a jazz band that played at Ellington's in 
Seattle a lot, with Hannah Darby, who was also in Pop 
Rocks. We saw her plenty of times, but | kept attending their 
shows anytime she was at Ellington's. | think Amy liked me 
being there because | would dance like crazy and get the 
audience going. | hung out with her and the band a few 
times after the show and got to know them a little bit. It was 
going to be strange seeing her go from playing this club in 
Seattle to a big theater in New York City. 


"So Amy's going to get us tickets for the show on the 
fourth." | told everyone. 


"Really?" Ayla asked. 


"And," | scrolled down to see the message, "She'll give us 
backstage passes so we can meet everyone. She says she's 
looking forward to it." 


"We can meet C.J.?" Kelsey asked. 


"| guess so," | answered. | was pretty excited to read this, 
but nearly as excited as a certain Korean girl: 


"Awesome!" Ayla jumped up and starting singing the words 
to 'Prom Night' and hugging Kelsey at the same time. Kelsey 
still seemed too tired to get so excited, but Shiho watched 
the cute display with that sexy smile of hers. Olivia 
interrupted this: 


"Jessica, can you get two more tickets from her?" We all 
stopped in our tracks hearing her say that. "I'll invite my 
friends from college. They're all into music and... things." 


"You have friends?" | teased her. 


"| thought," Fiona spoke up with a bit of a , "You were just 
meeting them for brunch while we were in New York?" 


"Well," Olivia sounded a little hesitant, "I... just felt like I'd 
invite them. I'm sure they'd appreciate meeting C.J. Wright. 
But we don't have to if you don't want, Fiona." 


"Too late," | interrupted and started sending an email. | felt 
for Olivia at this moment. Sure, Olivia could be a bitch... 
about she IS a bitch... but that fact that she was thinking of 
her college friends was very cool. While it might have been 
impulsive to push my luck with Amy and ask for two more 
tickets and passes, | had to do it for Olivia. Her showing 
some humanity for once needed to be rewarded. 


"That's so nice Olivia," Kelsey spoke up. Apparently | wasn't 
the only one who thought so. 


"What are you friends' names?" | asked, while typing on my 
phone. 


“Roxanne and Alicia," Olivia said, "They unfortunately still 
live in New Jersey. Don't ask why." 


"Okay | won't," | answered. 


"What happened to Eileen?" Fiona spoke Eileen's name with 
such disgust. | kind of remember Olivia talking about her 
Psychology friends, but i never got the full story of what 
went on there. Olivia wouldn't tell me even if | asked. 


"| think she went back to England after she graduated," 
Olivia answered. 


Fiona didn't talk after that. Instead Ayla and | rattled off 
about Pop Rocks and finished breakfast. 


It was now time for a loooooong drive to The Grand Canyon. 
That's why we got up so early. | don't know who's bright idea 
it was to drive seven hours to Arizona, maybe Fiona's, 
considering she didn't grasp the idea of driving, traffic, or 
anything like that. Though Shiho liked the idea of riding 
through America in a car. She said that America seemed so 
much bigger than Japan; so much space. Of course | had to 
tell her that there wasn't much to see in Middle America. 


While Ayla was going to drive part of the trip, | decided to 
Start off since she was tired. Olivia had to ride shotgun to be 
my navigator. Oh Por Dios! 


Ayla seemed more interested in hooking up her ipod and 
playing the first Pop Rocks album, TRUTH OR DARE. Ayla 
kept talking about the aloum. She seemed to know 
everything about every song. Shiho recognized some of the 
songs since | had played them for her a while back, but she 
was enjoying Ayla's passion for the group. When their 
famous ballad, 'ln My Own Skin' came up, Ayla sighed, "Oh | 
love this song so much!" She got up from her seat and sat 
on Kelsey's lap, holding her. 


"Ayla would you sit down?" Olivia barked at her. 


"But this song..." Ayla spoke in such a cutesy way holding 
her girlfriend, "This song got me through so much. Brenda 
and | used to listen to it all the time-" 


She stopped in her tracks and looked at her girlfriend. | 
think all of us were a little surprised to hear Ayla bring up 
Brenda again. 


"Oh," Ayla got up and sat back in her seat, "Sorry Kelsey." 


"It's okay," Kelsey responded looking down at the floor. | 
think she was saddened by the mention of Brenda. | didn't 
want to speak up, but | knew there was an unresolved 
conflict there. 


"Who is Brenda?" Shiho asked. 


| knew | had told her about Brenda before, but | can't blame 
her for not remembering. | mostly focused my stories on the 
four in the car with us. Before | could explain, Fiona spoke 
for me: 


“Brenda was an original Fiona Five member," She explained, 
"Olivia and | knew her since we were little girls. And she was 
Ayla's first girlfriend before Kelsey." 


Kelsey sighed again. Ayla reached her hand out to hold her's 
feeling guilty for having brought up this subject. 


"Shiho," | explained in Japanese, not wanting anyone to 
understand me. | even spoke really fast so Ayla couldn't pick 
it up, "She's the one who disappeared before Junior year and 
left Ayla behind. We never heard from her again." 


"Oh," Shiho understood. 


"But," | changed the subject, switching back to English "I do 
love this song. Kelsey, you think they're going to play it at 
the show?" 


"| guess so," Kelsey answered seeming a little distracted. 


"| can't imagine they would reunite and not play this entire 
album," Ayla continued her thought, "I mean I'm sure they'll 
play stuff from SILVER CRYSTAL and maybe one or two of 
C.J.'s solo songs." 


Well the road-trip carried on. Shiho kept rolling the window 
down to take pictures. After being on the road for a few 
hours, having gone through Pop Rocks' three albums, 
everyone was getting tired of seeing long stretches of 
nothing. Even Shiho. We stopped at a couple gas stations, 
and Fiona pulled out a pair of rubber dishwashing gloves not 
wanting to touch anything in the place when she and Olivia 
had to use the bathroom. Of course we got a lot of looks 
from ugly truck-drivers seeing us ride across the highway. 


Olivia was starting to get restless as we approached noon: 


"Stupid GPS still says we're five hours away!" She yelled at 
me, "You're not driving fast enough!" 


"I'm going to speed limit, Liv!" 

"The speed-limit's too slow!" 

"Well then you fucking drive pinche puta!" 
"Gladly!" 


Suddenly, Olivia grabbed the wheel from the passenger seat 
and tried to step her left foot on the gas, right on my foot! 
Was she out of her fucking mind? 


"OLIVIA!" | yelled. 


Suddenly the car started swerving. | heard Shiho scream. 
We almost went into the opposite lane as a truck was 
coming. That could have been the end of the Fiona Five 
vacation right there. 


"Truck! Truck!" Ayla yelled. 


But | was ahead of her. | slapped Olivia away as | got control 
of the car. The truck honked at us, but we missed hitting it. 
Olivia let out a moan of pain and went back to yelling at me: 


"You fucking hit me!" 


"You almost got us in an accident," | yelled, "You stupid 
cunt!" 


Then she tried to hit me in the face. Once again, | almost 
lost control of the car and used my free hand to hit her. It 
was pretty childish, but Kelsey yelled from the back ata 
volume | rarely heard from her: 


"Stop it! Both of you!" 


Ayla leaned forward and tried to grab hold of the wheel in 
order to separate us. 


"All right, all right!" Olivia sat back in her chair and folded 
her arms. 


| sighed angrily. 
"Jessica," Fiona's voice spoke after a beat. 
"What?!" | yelled. 


"| think that cop is following us." 


When | looked in my mirror, Sure enough, there was a state- 
trooper following us, and his lights were flashing. 


"Great!" Olivia complained, "Now see what you did?" 


| didn't respond to Olivia. | felt my whole body break in a 
cold sweat. | slammed my gloved palms on the steering 
wheel, ten and two, and tried to catch my breath. 


"Fuck!" | whispered. 
"Pull over," Olivia commanded me. 


"It's okay Jessie," Ayla tried to calm me down. | think she 
knew how freaked out | was about this. Everyone in the van 
was probably nervous too. 


| pulled over to the side of the road, and prepared for the 
police encounter. | watched from the mirror as he slowly got 
out of his car. | heard Fiona inexplicably ask for Kelsey's 
tiara. Not paying much attention to that, | kept my hands on 
the wheel and felt my body shake. 


"Jessie?" Shiho murmered in Japanese to me, "What's 
wrong? Are we in trouble?" 


| couldn't answer her. My mind flashed back to when | was a 
little girl in the back of my parents' car. The image of my 
father, a respected lawyer, being abused by the police. | can 
still see his face slammed against the windshield by some 
pig of a cop cuffing him. My mom was screaming, | was 
crying. It was so scary. The cop just kept yelling at him. In 
the end, it was all for nothing. They thought he fit the profile 
of some hispanic drug-dealer. Yup, another case of racial 
profiling. And that was in Seattle! We were in the middle of 
the sticks. 


Imagine that happening to me. | had studied racial profiling 
in college, | knew it was a real thing, even if no one wanted 
to admit it. Imagine this coming up when | ran for federal 
office: Jessica Perez arrested in Arizona, suspicion of drug 
possession. Dios Mio, | was freaking out. 


"Jessie?!" Shiho prompted at me again. 


"It's okay Shiho," Ayla comforted her, since | was too much 
of a wreck to respond. 


"Ayla," | finally spoke to her looking back, "Can you record 
this on your phone?" 


"| got it," Kelsey pulled out her own. 


Suddenly, | heard the tap on the window. | turned to see the 
state trooper standing by my window. 


| took a deep breath and rolled down my window. Then put 
my hands back to ten and two. Speaking as clearly, and 
politely as possible, | put on a smile and answered: 


"Good morning officer," | stuttered and looked at the clock: 
12:02, "Or... afternoon." | laughed nervously. 


The officer seemed to be staring at my gloves. But then he 
asked, in an intimidating tone: "License and registration 
please." 


"Yes sir," | reached for my purse for my ID and looked to 
Olivia, who still had her arms folded, "Olivia, would you get 
the rental registration out of the glove-compartment?" 


"Do you have any idea why | stopped you?" He asked. 


This is where | had to be careful about what | said. | was 
thinking about it, but the stupid blonde next to me spoke for 
me: 


"Because she doesn't know how to drive and she's an 
idiot?!" 


Now | went into full panic mode. | clammed up, my body 
was Shaking. Why? Why would you do this to me Olivia? | 
was so nice to you earlier. | got your friends tickets to see 
Pop Rocks and this is how you repay me? Getting me 
arrested? Vete a la verga ruca! 


If things couldn't get much worse, Shiho leaned forward and 
hit Olivia in the head, yelling "Baka!" 


"Ow!" Olivia yelled, "Why is everyone hitting me today?!" 
"Shiho!" Ayla pulled her back. 


The cop was Starting to get tired of this and pulled up his 
belt, "Are you all under the influence?" 


Immediately | looked at him and shook my head, "No officer. 
We're not." 


"Do | need to perform a search on you all?" 


| was speechless. | of course knew my rights, but | was 
afraid to ask for them, even if Kelsey's camera was on us. 


And then out of nowhere, Fiona happened: "Excuse me 
officer." 


Fiona rolled down her window, leaned out slightly with her 
sunglasses on, her long gloves in full sight, and the tiara on. 


For some unknown reason, she was speaking in a posh 
southern accent. The officer did in fact look her way: 


"Hi, I'm Fiona Winston, you might have heard of Ralph 
Winston, my father. | was wondering if you wouldn't mind 
me having a picture with you in your nice uniform?" 


At first | wanted to yell back at her to shut up, but... the 
officer actually softened up: "Uhhhh," He stared at her, 
"Sure." 


As Fiona got out of the van, she did it very slowly. She 
showed off her heels, straightened out her dress and gloves, 
even perked up her breasts right in front of him. She twirled 
her blonde hair right in his face and smiled. It was like she 
was ina movie role. She leaned over, showing off her ass: 


"Shiho dear," She continued with the southern accent, 
"Would you be so kind as to take a picture of me and the 
nice policeman?" 


| looked to Shiho, who looked like a deer in the headlights. | 
just nodded my head and told her to do it. Shiho got our her 
camera and through the window took pictures of Fiona, who 
leaned against the officer. | gotta say the man looked 
genuinely happy to be in a picture with a hot girl like Fiona. 
Obviously he was sweet on her. How disgusting. But 
whatever Fiona was doing was working, he was completely 
taken with the blonde. 


"Why thank you officer," She gave him a hug, "And you'll 
have to forgive my... my help, she's not too bright you see." 


| rolled my eyes, but | wasn't about to argue with her at this 
moment. 


"Perhaps you can help us," Fiona put her hand on her 
forehead, really hamming up her performance, "We're on 
our way to The Grand Canyon, we just got back from 
Disneyland you see. | was in a pageant to be the fairest of 
them all, and came in second to Samantha Sterling!" 


| heard Olivia snicker at Fiona mentioning our high school 
rival in her lie. Kelsey did as well, but | gave them both a 
‘shhh' as not to stop her. 


She put her arms out, "Can you imagine that? Me losing to 
Samantha Sterling?!" 


"That's just wrong," The officer was really getting caught up 
in her story and smiling, "You definitely should have won." 


"| Know!" Fiona laughed, "So naturally, we're all very upset 
about it. And what's even more upsetting is just how 
famished | am! | starved myself for weeks all for nothing! 
So... would you happen to know where a nice pageant girl 
like me can have a fine dining experience?" 


The officer had to think about it for a minute. He didn't even 
seem to know where he was at the moment or which 
direction was east. 


"Oh uh," He pointed in the same direction the car was 
facing, "Well about ten miles down that way is a diner, you 
can stop there." 


"You are a gentleman and a scholar!" Fiona stood on her 
tippie-toes to give the policeman a kiss on the cheek, which 
he smiled at. 


As Fiona got back in the van she thanked the officer and 
continued her act towards me, "Jessica, you heard the man, 


ten miles down the road. And Olivia, keep your eye on her 
so there's no more shenanigans!" 


As she closed the door, Fiona poked me and spoke in her 
normal voice softly, "Drive!" 


She didn't have to tell me twice. As soon as | got my license 
back | eased my foot on the gas and drove away from the 
officer. Seeing him still standing in my mirror scratching his 
head, | must have let out the loudest deep breath in the 
world. 


"You okay?" Ayla asked me, tapping my shoulder. 
| couldn't answer. 
"Fiona," Kelsey looked amazed at her, "You saved us." 


“That may have been," Olivia smiled, "Your finest 
performance ever." 


"He was easy," Fiona gloated. 


When we got to the diner, | pulled in and practically passed 
out on the steering wheel. My nerves were shot. 


"This is the diner?" Fiona whined, "Ugh, it's so... So... 
Olivia?" 


| didn't hear what synonym Olivia gave her, | was so out of 
it. 


"Jessie," Ayla grabbed hold of my shoulder, "Are you okay?" 


"Ayla," | sat up still trying to get a hold of my breath, "Can 
you drive the rest of the way? | don't think I can." 


"Of course," Ayla gave me a hug and we got out of the van. 


Once | was out, My shaking hands were aching for a 
cigarette. As | reached into my purse, | saw my beloved 
Shiho. She immediately came up to me and hugged me: 
"Jessie." 


| hugged her with all my might. | felt like | was going to start 
crying after that scene. Nothing had happened, Fiona 
actually saved us for once, but what it could have been. | 
didn't care who was watching or if she didn't allow it, | 
kissed Shiho hard. 
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After a failed attempt to flush Olivia's head down the toilet, 
we sat down for lunch in the diner. Fiona made the busboy 
clean her chair before she sat in it, but it was nice to be out 
of that van for a while. Ayla took the wheel and Kelsey 
navigated, because Ayla refused to let Olivia sit next to her 
after that incident. | was kicking myself in the pants for not 
having just done that in the first place. So Shiho and | sat in 
the back and | fell asleep. | think Fiona and Olivia did too, 
leaving Ayla and Kelsey all by themselves. 


The sun wasn't setting quite yet when we reached the 
Grand Canyon, but the late afternoon light hitting the rock 
formations was pretty breath-taking. It was sucha 
spectacular view, it certainly soothed my nerves. 


Shiho was the only one of us who had never seen it before, 
and she took full advantage of that. | have to admit, seeing 
her freeze and watching her eyes sparkle with awe actually 
made all of us appreciate the scenery more. She looked so 
transfixed, it was so adorable. Strangely enough, it was 
Fiona who reminded Shiho that she had a camera. 


Once again, her camera was her best friend. This time, 
everyone wanted to get all sorts of pictures and 
combinations and video and whatnot. Once Shiho had taken 


it all in, she was back to being a little girl, playing with Ayla, 
and laughing at all the cute pictures they made. | liked the 
one where Ayla had Shiho pose with Kelsey's tiara. Even 
Fiona got really into the photography session wanting to 
model in front of the Canyon. She had a smile on her face, 
looking over Shiho's shoulder at the pictures on her camera. 
Dios Mio, | hoped she wasn't starting to poison her mind. 


Shiho wanted me to read every plaque, every sign. If there 
was a word she didn't understand, | had to translate for her. 


“Can we go down?" Shiho asked us wanting to explore the 
many trails this park offered. 


"Why would we do that?" Olivia asked as if she was stupid, 
"We're wearing heels. I'm not about to ruin my feet to see 
more rocks." 


"But this is The Grand Canyon!" Shiho implored, "I may 
never see again! | have shoes | can put on." 


"Let's just wait for the sunset," Fiona pulled out a cigarette. 
Olivia lit it for her. Fiona offered me one, which | accepted, 
but | wouldn't let her girlfriend light it for me. "You'll see 
Shiho. The sunset here is beautiful." 


"Jessie, we go down?" Shiho asked, clearly wanting her way. 


| wasn't really in the mood for a hike, so | didn't budge. 
"Baby," | said in my sweetest voice possible, "I'm just going 
to stay here okay? I'm really tired from all that driving and... 
well, all the activities we did yesterday." 


Shiho frowned at that, "You suck!" 


Something about the way she said that in her Japanese 
accent not only caused everyone around her laugh, but to 


fall into hysterics. Even | had to laugh at that. It was that 
pout that went along with it. Did she even realize how cute 
she was being? | laughed so hard, | had to look back to 
make sure | didn't fall into the canyon. 


"I'll walk with you Shiho," Ayla put her arms around Shiho. 
She lifted her leg showing off her jeans and running shoes, 
"That's why | came prepared." 


Shiho hugged her back, "You're my favorite, Ayla." 


"Awww," Ayla hugged her back and even kissed her on the 
lios, which once again caused Shiho to recoil. 


"I'll come too," Kelsey soldered up, "But let me change into 
some shorts and shoes. Is it okay if | wear satin gloves 
instead? | don't want to be grabbing hold of rocks with my 
nice leather ones." 


"That's a good idea," Ayla said. 


While the three of us had a cigarette break waiting for the 
sun to set, The Shiho Three went to the van to change. 


"So," Fiona raised her hand now that the three of them were 
out of ear shot, "Let me see if | can understand this." She 
crossed her legs, "Ayla flirts with your girlfriend all she 
wants, but every time | so much as touch Kelsey, she looks 
at me like I'm a criminal." 


"You didn't just touch her Fiona," | tried explained to her, 
"You fucked her!" 


Fiona gasped, "Must you use such language?" 


"Well you did!" | had to remind her. 


"Be careful Jessica" Olivia started talking in a tone of voice 
which meant she was scheming, "Ayla might have it for your 
Geisha and do the same thing. | guess it's the whole oriental 
thing." 


"| was wondering when you were going to bring that up," | 
said very matter-of-fact like, not really wanting to 
acknowledge her racism. 


Fiona seemed focused on watching Kelsey undress in the 
trunk of the van. She looked a little hesitant about changing 
in public, but Shiho did it like it was no big deal. | always 
admired that fearless side of her. Maybe she was reserved 
about certain things, but her body wasn't one of them. 
Kelsey, on the other hand, very quickly pulled off her dress, 
revealing her underwear. It was pretty enticing. Kelsey even 
took off her gloves in front of all of us. It had been a long 
time since I'd seen Kelsey's hands. Fiona gasped upon 
seeing this. 


"Kelsey!" A chuckling Ayla was quick to get in front of her 
and hide her hands as if she was showing her private parts. 
| would have done the same thing to Shiho, but she was 
more delicate about changing gloves. 


"God," Fiona looked at them with disgust, "Such indecency. 
Hasn't Kelsey learned anything being in The Fiona Five?" 


"Like what?" | asked her, "How to tell the difference between 
cowhide and lambskin leather?" 


"Well," Fiona answered, "That's one thing-" 


"She's Ayla Zhen's girlfriend," Olivia added, "The indecency 
is all her influence." 


"Fifi," | scolded her dangling my cigarette, "You're getting 
turned on watching Kelsey and you know it." 


"No no," Fiona insisted, "That ship has long since sailed. 
Kelsey made her choice." 


"But," Olivia continued, "That choice worked out well for us." 


Listening to these two prattle on was so annoying, that hike 
was Starting to sound like a good idea. So | put out my 
cigarette by the time Shiho, Kelsey and Ayla came around. 


"On second thought," | told them, "I'll join you guys." 
"Yes!" Shiho softly clapped her hands in excitement. 


"Awww," Ayla frowned, "| was gonna have Shiho all to 
myself." 


"You weren't going to share her with me?" Kelsey crossed 
her arms in a playful mood. 


"Lo siento mis amigas," | smiled at them walking off with my 
girlfriend, "Ella es mi novia!" 


"English Jessie!" Shiho playfully scolded me. 


Not much happened on our short nature walk. We just hiked 
down the mountain a little bit, while Shiho took more 
pictures. The satin gloves turned out to be a good idea 
because everyone was leaning on rocks to climb over 
places. | just used my leather gloves since | didn't wear 
them that often. We spotted a goat, which Shiho reacted to, 
and even called it "Kawaii!" | didn't have the heart to tell her 
that the Spanish word for goat was used to insult people. 
Ayla checked on me to see how | was doing knowing how 
nervous | was earlier, but she mostly was still fan-girling 


over her new friend, and excited about the upcoming Pop 
Rocks concert. 


It's funny that this was the second time on our vacation it 
ended up just being the four of us again. | was hoping it 
would stay that way. | liked hanging out with Fiona in short 
bursts, but once | got past... a minute, minute and a half, | 
had to get away from her. 


"Sunset's coming soon," Kelsey noted, "Maybe we should 
head up so we can see it fall over the canyon." 


| agreed. When we walked up to the top, we caught Fiona 
and Olivia making out. Well Olivia was bent forward 
initiating the kiss, as Fiona sat on the bench. | hate to admit 
it, but it was really cute. | gave everyone a soft count: "One, 
two three," and we all held our gloved hands together and 
uttered a choreographed "Awwww!" 


Immediately, Fiona pushed Olivia away seeing us all and 
smoothed out her gloves. Olivia looked annoyed to see us 
all. 


"Don't stop on account of us," Ayla laughed. 


Watching the sunset over the Canyon with my girlfriend was 
a romantic moment indeed. | had to agree with Fiona, it 
really was beautiful. She loved seeing the Canyon, which 
made me think she looked just as beautiful as the variety of 
tints and hues blanketing the sky. After a moment Shiho 
turned to me and asked why we weren't staying here for 
another day. 


"We've seen it!" Olivia answered spoiling the mood. 


But she couldn't ruin this for me. | felt Shiho's soft satin 
hands rub my face. In that moment, she reached up and 


kissed me in front of everyone. It was a short, very soft kiss, 
but | accepted it. 


| would have taken her to town in the hotel except we were 
all sharing a hotel room. Chinga! Not only were my sexy 
plans with Shiho thwarted, | had to deal with Flona and 
Olivia some more. Why Olivia didn't get us separate hotel 
rooms was beyond me, but we at least had three Queen 
beds. Sharing the bathroom was something | was used to 
with the four of them, but Shiho found it odd that 
everyone's sleeping wear were more like sexy nighties than 
the standard pajamas she pulled out. 


"This hotel is terrible," Fiona said walking out of the 
bathroom, completely naked, except for pink satin gloves 
and socks. 


Shiho had been watching TV when she noticed this. Her 
eyes nearly popped out of the sockets seeing Fiona like this. 
There's no use in denying it, Fiona had the perfect body, 
with the perfect hair, and the perfect face. Even if her hands 
were covered with gloves, they were still perfect. | was 
getting a little jealous seeing Shiho stare at her, so | covered 
her eyes with my gloved hand. 


"I'm sorry Fiona," Olivia said, having told us earlier that the 
hotel had made a mistake. At least that's what she said, 
maybe the mistake was her own fault, "We'll sue them when 
we get back." 


"Are we all getting naked tonight?" Ayla asked, but already 
was pulling off her top with a smile on her face. 


"You'd like that wouldn't you?" | laughed at her. 


"We should do our card game!" Ayla suggested. 


"Oh," Shiho pulled my hand away from her eyes getting a 
twinkle in her eye, "| want to try. Jessie and | played cards in 
Japan." 


"Jessie!" Ayla put her hands at her hips, "You've been 
playing cards without me?" 


“Had to move on mi querida!" | put my hands up. 


"Let's do it another time," Fiona commanded, which was 
always funny whenever she was naked, "I want to get some 
sleep before we head to New York tomorrow." 


"| hate to say it," | sooke up for her, "But | agree with Fiona. 
I'm pretty beat myself." 


"Well I'm sleeping nude," Ayla brought up again, then 
immediately started pulling everything but her gloves off. 


"You always sleep nude!" Kelsey chuckled. 


“That's cause you like it!" A now naked Ayla sat on top of 
Kelsey and started to bite her neck. Kelsey laughed at the 
hijinks. 


"I'm gonna gag," Olivia looked away. 


Shiho looked away from the scene, but she didn't seem as 
uncomfortable as before. | could tell she was trying to be 
tolerant. She seemed okay with Ayla and Fiona staying nude 
all night, but she didn't want to take her clothes off. Sucked 
to be me. 


| passed out pretty quickly, and given that Shiho was as stiff 
as a board, she must have as well. | don't know how long we 
Slept, but | was awoken by the sound of some heavy 


breathing. It was coming from Fiona and Olivia's bed, which, 
unfortunately for me, | was on the side closest to. 


Without making a sound or moving, | could just barely see in 
the dark that Fiona was holding herself up with the sheets 
covering her pelvis, and a figure under the sheets. One satin 
glove had moved up to massage Fiona's abdomen. 


"No no," Fiona whispered, "Use your gloves. | want to feel 
your gloves." 


"Yes Fiona," Olivia's voice was heard under the covers. 


This was not the first time | had seen Olivia giving it to 
Fiona, but it was always a wonderfully awkward scene to 
watch. I'm sure Olivia was good at what she did, but Fiona 
just reacted to it like a robot. There was no passion or 
spontaneity in what they did. Fiona just reacted like it was a 
test at the doctor's office. Yes, she obviously moaned softly 
when she came, but... it was weird. 


"Okay," Fiona whispered, signaling that she was done. 


Olivia appeared out of the covers looking up at her 
girlfriend. It was actually a incredibly sexy scene to witness. 
| was getting enticed myself. Unfortunately, once Olivia 
came up beside Fiona, wanting to put her arms around her, 
Fiona just pulled up the covers and turned away from her 
girlfriend. 


“Goodnight Ollie." 
Olivia sighed, "Goodnight Fiona." 


At first | wanted to laugh thinking, ‘well that's what you get 
for being a bitch Ollie!’ But once | saw her close her eyes 
and look at her stained gloves, | kind of felt bad for her. 


Despite her faults, Olivia did so much for Fiona and her royal 
pinkness gave her nothing in return. Then again, maybe 
Olivia just liked it like this. Doubtful though. 


So pulling up the covers, | could see the bumps of Olivia's 
hands move further down through the sheets. Her body was 
covered, but | knew from the sounds of her breathing and 
her movements that she was masturbating. She wanted it 
bad. 


I'm ashamed to admit it, but it turned me on. | started 

touching myself too. | desperately wanted to wake Shiho 
and have her do it for me, but there was no way that was 
happening. She just wasn't ready for something like this. 


Olivia's release came quickly and softly. Once she was done, 
She lifted the covers and when to the bathroom. | had to 
finish up myself, but after | came, | think slumber took me 
quickly. | don't even remember passing out. 


The next day, after Olivia read the hotel the riot act, we 
drove to the airport in Flagstaff and dropped off the rental 
car. Upon receiving my ticket, | immediately noticed another 
glaring error: 


"Olivia dear," | went right up to her and held up my ticket, 
"Can you tell me what this is?" 


She started at me like | was a spider that needed to be 
squashed, then looked at the ticket | was holding, "A plane 
ticket?" 


"What section am | sitting in?" | asked her, trying to use the 
most condescending tone | could make. 


"Jessica," Olivia snapped at me, "Would you just tell me 
what your problem is?" 


"You got me sitting in coach!" | threw the ticket at her, 
"We're ALL in sitting in coach. First the hotel, now the plane. 
Are you high or something?" 


"Wait," Fiona spoke up, "I have a first class ticket. Olivia's 
sitting next to me. Why don't you?" 


Olivia suddenly revealed a guilty face. 


| was speechless for a moment trying to figure it out, "Oh 
Dios Mio! You put us in Coach just so the two of you could 
have alone time." 


"Don't accuse me of things," Olivia pointed her nasty finger 
at me, "you know nothing about Jessica!" 


Fiona didn't seem happy about this arrangement either. We 
were The Fiona Five, we had to keep appearances as an elite 
group, that meant sitting together, first class on a flight. 
Plus, | wasn't about to sit in a coach seat, hard as rock and 
my legs be scrunched against the seats in front of me. 


| just walked away fuming, | approached the ticket counter 
where Ayla, Kelsey and Shiho were standing. Ayla in 
particular looked pretty pissed being shoved out of First 
Class again. 


“Excuse me," | told the ticket agent, "My... ahem..." | looked 
over to Olivia, "Friend... over here forgot to upgrade us to 
first class. Can the four us move up? I'll pay for it." 


"| can pay too Jessie," Shino opened her purse, looking a bit 
embarrassed. 


| raised my hand letting her know it was fine. | knew she 
wasn't that well off money wise. She had her pride, but | 
could afford to take care of her. There were times when I'd 


let her pay when we went out, just to make her feel better, 
but at times like these | had to put my foot down. She 
shouldn't be wasting her money on Olivia's stupidity. 


The ticket agent typed away and eventually sighed, "I'm 
sorry ma'am, the first class cabin is completely full." 


“How about business class?" Kelsey suggested. 


More typing and the woman explained, "I have one seat 
available in business class. | can fit one of you there." 


All of them groaned being forced to keep their coach seats. 


"Well," Kelsey tapped my shoulder, "Have fun in Business 
Class Jessie." 


Shiho looked disappointed, but nodded her head in 
agreement with the other two. She could tell how upset | 
was. That look made me feel guilty. 


"It's fine," | groaned, "I'll stick with the coach seat." At least | 
would be sitting next to Shiho. 


"Jessie," Shiho implored me, "I will be okay." 


"A small seat with you," | smiled, "Is more comfortable than 
a luxury seat without you." 


"Awww," | heard Kelsey say, "That's so sweet." 


Shiho smiled and hugged me. And that was enough to ease 
my mind after this crazy Arizona trip. I'd kill Olivia later. 
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Jessica Perez. What an ungrateful conceited hypocrite! Do 
any of these idiots take in consideration the amount of work 
| do planning these vacations? Booking flights, hotels, Fiona 
and | paying for everything?! | don't care if Jessica pitches 
in, | did all the work to bring The Fiona Five around the 
world, and even got her stupid Asian girlfriend over here. 
And this is the thanks | get? She hits me in the face when | 
help her avoid running the van into a truck and argues with 
me over the plane tickets? What's Spanish for 'Spoiled Brat'? 


Okay, I'll confess, | did purposely make it so Fiona and | 
could sit alone in first class. The obvious reason was to have 
her to myself, considering we'd all want to ride first class on 
the international flights. Domestic flights weren't that long, 
they could spend a couple hours in the economy cabin. 
Kelsey's poor, she's used to it. But the big reason is | just 
didn't want to spend another flight watching her and Ayla 
lez out. All that kissing and groping, it makes me sick. 


And | don't wanna hear anymore about how me and Fiona 
are a couple! I've said it before, I'll say it again, Fiona and | 
are NOT lesbians! We're soulmates, the two of us make a 
whole. It's different. Jessica and her Japanese toy are not 
anything like that. Kelsey's the only one of them who at 
least tries. | can tell she cares very deeply about Ayla and 


attempts to make her happy; | have no idea why. I'll give 
Kelsey a little credit for that, but Ayla is so caught up in her 
perverted lesbian lifestyle, the two of them will never be the 
kind of couple Fiona and | are. 


As for Jessica's girlfriend, | didn't hate her. For someone who 
Fiona and | only invited to appease Jessica, and who clearly 
didn't fit the profile of a Fiona Five member, she could have 
been much worse. She had an attitude, | didn't like that, but 
she at least appreciated good taste and didn't show off her 
lesbian relationship with Jessica as much as Ayla did. | also 
was thankful that she tried speaking English the whole time, 
which was more than | could say for Jessica inexplicably 
speaking Spanish without considering the people around 
her. | know she did it just to annoy me. 


Even though Fiona and | had our alone time on the plane to 
New York, tension was mounting. And it wasn't the 
turbulence. 


"Ollie," Fiona spoke to me, "why did you put everyone else 
in the economy cabin?" 


"| didn't," | excused myself and held her hand, "it was that 

stupid guy on the phone. | couldn't understand him, he was 
speaking Afghanistan or something, and he sabotaged our 

arrangements!" 


Fiona knew | was lying. 
"This is still a Fiona Five vacation Ollie," Fiona reminded me. 


She had that look in her eye clearly stating that she meant 
business. She took The Fiona Five very seriously. Sometimes 
dealing with her | felt like she was a high ranking CEO and | 
was just some expendable underling. | really hated that. | 
may not have been on Fiona's level in terms of stature or 


beauty or... anything, but | wanted her to treat me as an 
equal. 


"We still have to keep the appearance of being a divine 
group. Together, we're not just goddesses, we're one divine 
entity. But when the sisters are separated like this, we're 
just... just girls." 


"| know Fiona," | said. 


"You know how much | hated being away from my sisters at 
Princeton!" Fiona was getting a bit more aggressive in her 
tone, "You at least got to have your group of friends. | had 
nobody." 


"Fiona you-" 


"Oh," Fiona crossed her gloves arms, "I did have someone... 
until she was suddenly kicked out of college..." 


“Would you stop bringing that up?!" | went back at her. 


| hated yelling at Fiona, but she was starting to aggravate 
me for how many times she brought up her stupid lezbo 
friend Tessa being expelled for marijuana. She blamed me 
for it, as if | had something to do with her expulsion! Okay, | 
actually did get her expelled, but Fiona didn't know that and 
had no way to prove it was true. 


Fiona sighed, "I'm taking a nap. Wake me when we're there." 


Putting on her blindfold and earplugs, Fiona put her seat 
back and slept. | was so aggravated with her accusations, | 
didn't even fluff her pillow and straighten her blanket for 
her. Was | being a bad girlfriend? ... Of course not! | was the 
best girlfriend ever! Fiona was just in one of those moods. | 
can't judge her for that. Fiona will always be Fiona. 


| got up to go to the bathroom. The one up front was 
occupied, so | had to pass through the economy cabin, 
which was disgusting as always. Such a vile pen of graceless 
peasants. And among them were the bottom three members 
of The Fiona Five along with their Asian accomplice. | almost 
wanted to pass by them and laugh at their situation, but 
now | was feeling too insecure to do so. 


It didn't help that when | passed by Jessica and her 
girlfriend, they were smiling, laughing, hugging, rubbing 
their noses together, it was disgusting really. | tried to walk 
past them without noticing them, but Jessica called to me: 


"Excuse me!" Jessica talked with that arrogant annoying 
voice of her's. She even waved her red gloved finger at me, 
"You're not allowed back here. This section's reserved for 
the cool kids." 


"Yeah!" Her girlfriend said stuck her tongue out at me ina 
childish way. 


Jessica started laughing like a hyena. | didn't feel like 
acknowledging her moronic behavior and simply proceeded 
to the bathrooms. One was vacant, but just as | was about 
to enter, some big fat guy got up in front of me and went in. 


"ARGGGH!" | yelled. 
| didn't even care if people looked my way. 


"Ma'am," a flight attendant looked to me with a bag peanuts 
in her hand, not even wearing gloves, "Please don't scream 
on the airplane." 


"Why aren't there more bathrooms on this stupid plane?" | 
asked her. 


"| don't know," The woman gave me an attitude and walked 
passed me. 


So | stood there like an idiot for... what was it... seventeen 
seconds! And then finally, the other bathroom opened. 
Thankfully it was Ayla, who seemed to be poking her head 
out the door like she didn't want to be seen. She even did a 
double take seeing me. 


"Olivia," She exclaimed. 


"Are you going to hog the bathroom all day?" | asked her, "I 
gotta go!" 


Ayla sighed and looked back, "Sorry Kelsey, | guess our 
covert operation has been compromised." 


Kelsey?! 


As Ayla stepped out of the bathroom, so did Kelsey, hiding 
her face in her purple satin gloves which... may have had 
stains on them. 


"Sorry Olivia," Kelsey quickly dashed past me to her seat. 


Ayla... she just stood there for a second scratching her head, 
"| need to get some water," and walked past me to where 
the other flight attendant was. 


Finally having a second to process to what just happened, | 
went "Ewwww," and shook my hands. Kelsey and Ayla had 
sex in the bathroom! How disgusting! 


"Olivia," Ayla brushed past me with a glass of water, "Stop 
being such a prude." 


Well, | wasn't about to go in there. Who knows what kind of 
STDs those two had contracted by now. | didn't even want to 
tell the flight attendant to clean it. | was just... God, what 
was wrong with those two? | knew it was all Ayla's idea, that 
freak. | figured I'd take my chances on the fat guy's stall. 


So another fifty three seconds went by and finally the tub of 
lard opened the door and left. The minute | stepped inside, | 
had to step out. It smelled so terrible, like he expelled rotten 
brusell sorouts wrapped in cabbage with skunk spray 
dressing all over it. | could barely breathe even outside. 
Well, it was either tolerate the smell or contract Ayla's STDs. 
| took my chances with the smell. 


This was coach... How did common-people deal with this? 


Well after that excruciating plane-ride and drive to Fiona's 
manhattan apartment, | immediately took a shower to shrub 
the filth of economy class off my body. I'm surprised Kelsey 
and Ayla didn't do the same considering what they did. 


When | was young, | used to really enjoy visiting New York 
City. It was a glamorous city with tall buildings and great 
architecture, but Fiona and | were practically living there on 
weekends during college. So it didn't impress us anymore, in 
fact, | had really come to hate New York. It smelled, it was 
hot, and the homeless people lying on the street... ewwww! 
Don't they have somewhere to go? By 'somewhere' | mean 
anywhere pedestrians don't have to walk and look at them. 


And don't even get me started on Jessica's girlfriend taking 
all those pictures. Look I'm glad she brought a nice camera, 
and to her credit, some of the pictures she took were 
halfway decent, but every single area we stopped in 
required hundreds of pictures to capture the moment. We 
were in Times Square. First she wanted to get pictures of us 


against the backdrop: Fine. Then she had to get a picture 
with Elsa, then a picture with Batman, then a picture with 
the naked cowgirls showing off their tits in public. Central 
Park, same thing. Pictures of the fountain, pictures of the 
trees, pictures of 'kawaii' squirrels. | really hate that word 
‘kawaii’. It was so stupid! And then two-faced Ayla would go 
up to her and want to see all the pictures, saying "Oh that's 
no good, let's take it again!" Are asians just obsessed with 
taking pictures? Do they really find the time to sit down and 
look at all these? Is she going to post them on Social media 
hoping her friends will approve and make her feel that her 
life isn't so meaningless? 


At least Jessica would tell her girlfriend it was time to move 
on, which thankfully she listened to. 


FINALLY we got to go shopping on 5th avenue and pick out 
some new apparel. We desperately needed to reinvent our 
look, both for daytime casual and the white-tie affairs we 
planned on attending in Europe. Fiona was quite taken with 
playing dress up with Jessica's girlfriend back in Los 
Angeles. Fiona had a talent for making homely girls look 
presentable; just look at Kelsey. So in talking with the stylist, 
Fiona wanted us to buy something similar to what the 
japanese girl had in our color coordinated style. Fiona asked 
Jessica to chime in with ideas. Jessica was more a fan of that 
Spanish-style skirt... gee, | wonder why?! This was more a 
strategic move on Fiona's part, just to get her involved so 
She didn't start complaining about how it wasn't her idea. 
Ten years of dealing with an arrogant person like Jessica, 
especially in Senior year when she thought she was God's 
gift to the world, you learn how to deal with her. 


Since Fiona, Jessica and | were the senior members of the 
group, and thus had to make these executive decisions, we 
needed someone else to model for us. Well that's where 


Kelsey came in. Even if Kelsey was shorter than us, she had 
a decent enough figure and even learned to model, being 
around us of course. The only problem was then Ayla would 
get involved, seeing her girlfriend modeling. Ayla had zero 
talent for style, unless we were trying to go for some goth 
hipster type of look, which happened zero percent of the 
time. 


Right now Kelsey was wearing a short-sleeved tea-length 
satin gown lined with a lace lining outside. It looked elegant, 
like a Fiona Five gown. The skirt was definitely an 
improvement from the Japanese girl's gown. Obviously, 
Kelsey was in purple, and had a darker belt around her 
waist. Fiona went up to Kelsey and began feeling her figure, 
just trying to see how the dress hugged her. | always loved 
looking at Ayla in these moments and seeing how annoyed 
she looked seeing Fiona touch her girlfriend. | could see that 
bitterness and resentment in her eyes. It was so 
entertaining to watch. 


"Kelsey," Jessica said, "Twirl." 

She did as she was told, twirling like a ballerina. 
"Mmmm," Fiona muttered, approving of the movement. 
"Sexy!" Jessica smiled, "What do you think Shiho?" 


Oh God, Jessica, why do you have to get your stupid 
girlfriend involved. That's what | wanted to say. | didn't, of 
course. Some of us have tact. When the girlfriend spoke, it 
was in that sloppy Japanese accent of her's: 


"She should wear a-" she stopped not knowing the right 
word to say. She should have thought about that before. She 
looked to Jessica, pointing to the choker on her neck. 


Understanding what she was getting at, Jessica interpreted 
for her "Choker." 


“Chokah," she echoed like a parrot. 


"Yeah," Ayla got excited for some reason, "I think a choker 
would look super hot on you Kels." 


Well once again, the Asians agreed with each other. Why 
was | not surprised? 


"Babe," Jessica put her hand on her girlfriend's shoulder, 
"Fiona's never going to agree to wear a choker." 


And right she was. Even if Cinderella wore a choker, it would 
clash terribly with Fiona's beautiful pearl necklace. However, 
Fiona was diplomatic as always: 


"You can wear one if you want," Fiona explained, "We can 
have different accessories to differentiate our personalities, 
aside from the gloves of course." 


All of our dresses weren't going to be ready until the next 
day, which angered me. The stupid seamstresses couldn't 
have them ready that evening for us, all the money we were 
spending? 


Well the next boutique we went to, we focused on getting 
some new ball-gowns. This was going to take some more 
time, and already Ayla looked like she wanted to be 
somewhere else. She just had no patience. She kept stealing 
Kelsey away to make-out with her in dressing rooms while 
Fiona and | would try to reel her back in. Even Jessica's 
attention span was failing, and seemed to be drifting 
towards her girlfriend's body. Fortunately the floor-length 
ball-gowns we got were quite magnificent. At least Fiona 
and | looked amazing in them. 


We were talking about stopping by a high-end glove store to 
pick up some new leather gloves to match the new ball- 
gowns. That's when Jessica's girlfriend chimed in. | guess | 
had gotten used to her playing along with everything that it 
took me for a shock. She had a lot of nerve trying to bring 
her opinion into this. It was hard to understand her because 
of that Japanese accent, but apparently she thought it would 
be a "neat" idea to wear gloves a lighter-shade color than 
the dresses we were wearing. Jessica of course thought that 
idea was stupendous, as did Ayla. And much to my surprise, 
Fiona seemed interested in it. 


What the actual hell? 


When we got there, Fiona tried on a pair of blush-pink 
gloves, as opposed to the rose / hot pink gowns she wore. 
She instantly loved them. | personally loved Fiona in the 
darker pink gloves. It was her style, it was part of her skin, 
her body. But if this is what she wanted, | had to oblige. It 
would only be with the ball-gown. 


That night, while the four other underlings were out at the 
lesbian strip club, or wherever, | had a night alone with 
Fiona. | must emphasize that the details of my nights with 
Fiona are not filled with smut like Ayla's or Jessica's. Fiona 
and | could spend an entire hour cuddling beforehand. Just 
the two of us, snuggled in bed kissing and hugging each 
other, like we're still little girls. | can't imagine any other 
couple | know doing that. Jessica and Ayla don't have it in 
them. See, this is why Fiona and | are soulmates. This is how 
you know you have someone special. 


Of course cuddling did eventually lead to other things, and 
my mission was to give Fiona whatever she wanted. She 
didn't always verbalize what she wanted, so | had to read 
her body. By now, | was a master at it. | knew if she was 


aching for a swift climax or wanted to enjoy the soft slow 
sensations of my gloved hands. Of course, we always used 
satin gloves. | know Ayla talked about how great latex 
gloves were, but that's for people who had sex. Fiona and | 
were making love. And our satin gloves were perfect for 
that. The soft touch of the satin, the dampness of the 
material at certain points, and the easy clean-up afterwards. 


| still stand by the fact that | will not go into explicit details 
regarding my love-making session with Fiona, but | will say 
this: | used my gloves to make Fiona feel good. | took my 
time, | was gentle, but | was also dynamic. | made absolute 
sure to make Fiona feel as good as she possibly could, the 
royal treatment. And she did. | watched her perfect body 
convulse from my gloved fingers. It was an amazing sight to 
witness every time. | never smiled more than when my 
princess felt so good. 


"Fiona," | moved up towards her and cuddled some more, 
"Can you do the same to me tonight? Please?!" 


Normally | would never beg, certainly never ask Fiona for 
something she didn't want to do, but after all | had to deal 
with today with the flight, the picture taking, getting the 
dresses made, | needed a release. 


"| don't think | can," Fiona whispered, "I'm so tired from 
today and what we just did." 


My smile faded. This was starting to annoy me. | was 
privileged to be Fiona's sexual companion, but couldn't | get 
something in return at least once in a while? When we first 
started, Fiona would touch me after | touched her, but it was 
getting less and less all the time. 


"Please Fiona," | had to beg, "Please let me feel your gloved 
finger." 


| grabbed hold of her finger and began to kiss it. However, 
She pulled away. 


"Your friends will be in tomorrow," Fiona spoke cooly, pulling 
the sheets up, "Ask one of them to do it for you." 


Now | was getting angry. How could Fiona still be obsessed 
with this? First of all, neither Roxanne nor Alicia had ever 
been intimate with me. The only one | had been intimate 
with, Eileen, was in England, and that only happened 
because Fiona and | were having a fight. | was weak. | 
admitted my faults, why could Fiona not let it go? 


Instead | went online and replied to Alicia, who | would be 
meeting the next day, via email. | didn't tell her anything 
that was going on with Fiona, instead talking about the 
concert. Since Alicia was a wannabe-singer (and not a very 
good one) | Knew she'd appreciate tickets to this concert. 
Roxanne was the only other member of our Psychology 
study-group still living in the area, so | invited them both. 
It's not like | owed them or anything, they never would have 
gotten through classes without me, but they were my own 
sisters, so | figured it would be a nice gesture. | really am 
such a considerate person. 


After a restless night, | woke up, ordered room service for 
Fiona and tried to see if she would be in the mood this 
morning. | told her | loved her, that she was the most 
beautiful woman in the world, that | would be by her side 
forever. | even tried to act a little sexual and tell her how 
good she made me feel. How amazing she was with her 
gloved fingers. But she seemed to brush it all off like it 
meant nothing. 


"Olivia, listen," Fiona started. | could tell she had something 
important to say because she didn't call me by my 


nickname, "I'm not going with you to meet your friends." 


"Why not?" was my immediate response, with perhaps too 
visceral a voice. | was still very tense. 


"I'm going to see them at the concert, | don't feel like | need 
to spend more time with them. They are your friends, not 
mine." 


"Fiona they are your friends too," | grabbed hold of her waist 
and gave her a pleading look, "I told them you were coming. 
They're looking forward to it!" 


"Well you can tell them I'm not coming." 


"Fiona," | yelled out of aggravation, "What happened to 
keeping up appearances?" 


Fiona looked at me like | was crazy, "Don't yell at me, Ollie!" 


"ARGGGHHH!" | ran out of the room, sick of this. | figured if | 
stayed | would only yell more and create another argument. 


| didn't feel like meeting them by myself. | knew Jessica 
wasn't going to agree because she was so swept up in her 
new girlfriend. And dragging Ayla along would be a fate 
worse than death. So Kelsey seemed like the right 
companion. And | was planning to wear more casual attire, 
though still wearing my trusted gloves. | knew they would 
wear gloves for me as well. 


Coming into the hallway, | caught Kelsey, Ayla, Jessica and 
Asian No. 2 about to go out. Kelsey looked like she was 
wearing a costume. She had cat ears on, had a tail sticking 
out above her skirt, and she had shorter white gloves on 
instead of her purple ones. She was decked out in black and 
white, and to top it all off, she had drawn whiskers on her 


face. And to make things even weirder, Jessica's girlfriend 
had ears and whiskers as well. | didn't even bother to ask 
what this was all about. 


"Kesley!" | yelled grabbing her hand, "You're coming to 
brunch with me and my friends right now." 


"Olivia," Ayla pulled her back, "We're going to the statue of 
liberty." 


God, why did this woman have to make things so difficult? 


"What's wrong with Fiona," Jessica but in, Her tone of voice 
was very condescending, "She sick?" 


To my surprise, Jessica's girlfriend seemed to show a look of 
concern at that. | would have thought she understood 
Jessica's sarcasm by now. "None of your business Jessica," | 
turned back to the cat-girl, "Kelsey you need to come with 
me. I'm not walking through New York City without someone 
by my side. I'll be open to attacks." 


Jessica rolled her eyes, grabbed her girlfriend's hand, and 
started walking outside, "Whatever. I'll meet everyone 
downstairs. Diviertete!" She stalked off dragging the 
confused japanese girl with her. 


"Olivia," Kelsey spoke in that sheepish tone of her's while 
returning to the subject at hand, "Why don't you invite your 
friends to come to the statue of liberty with us?" 


"Yeah," Ayla agreed with her girlfriend. 


"The Statue of Liberty is a tourist trap. We have reservations 
at this place I've been wanting to eat at since | came here. 
Besides we've all seen that stupid statue a million times. 
Now please come with me Kelsey." 


Kelsey looked to Ayla, who shrugged her shoulders in 
annoyance. | guess this was as close to yes as | was going 
to get. 


| stared at the childish outfit she was wearing and told her, 
"And change out of that outfit. Put on some real clothes." 


"NO!" Ayla grabbed hold of her girlfriend's shoulder, "You 
have to keep the ears and tail on before we go to the 
concert tonight. Remember?" 


"Why are you wearing that in the first place?" | asked with 
disgust. 


"Well," Kelsey explained, "We wanted to get pictures of me 
like this in front of the statue." 


| rolled my eyes. Was this another asian thing | didn't get? 


"You have to keep the ears and everything on," Ayla 
demanded, "For me." 


"Okay baby," Kelsey rubbed her gloved hand against her 
cheek. They kissed. 


While this should have revolted me, | was honestly amazed 
at how Ayla managed to rope Kelsey into anything she 
wanted. It actually was a bit impressive, | wonder if she 
learned her manipulative skills from me. But how was it that 
she could get Kelsey to do all these things, but me making a 
simple request to Fiona was an impossibility? 
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"Aylee," | smiled as | put the cat-ears on, "Where do you get 
these crazy ideas?" 


She just laughed and hugged me, pulling on the tail tucked 
under my skirt. 


“Wear them until we have to go to the concert, okay?" She 
nudged her face into my cheek like she herself was a cat. 


When she showed my cat-costume to Jessica and Shiho, | 
felt slightly embarrassed. Fortunately, when Shiho saw me, 
her face lit up: 


"Kawaii!" She clapped her white leather hands together. | 
was getting used to hearing this Japanese word for 'cute.' It 
was the one word she would allow herself to say in 
Japanese, as she was trying to stick to English most of the 
time. | couldn't help but laugh at the way she said it. "I want 
it!" 


Ayla produced another pair of cat ears from somewhere and 
placed it on Shiho's head. She even offered to paint some 
whiskers on her, which she accepted. Jessie took that same 
look Ayla had when she dressed me up. She liked seeing her 
girlfriend and me like this. | can't blame them, we looked 
really cute. They took a couple pictures of us in the room. 


Shiho even taught me the Japanese word for "Meow" which 
was "Nyan." Shiho, for once, was loosening up and was 
hugging me like a little schoolgirl. | admit that | liked 
hugging her back. She was so cute. Ayla was just gushing 
seeing her two cats together. 


We had planned to go to The Statue of Liberty, but Olivia 
sort of kidnapped me. | felt bad for Fiona leaving her behind, 
so | agreed to accompany her. It suddenly dawned on me 
that | was going to meet two friends of Olivia's, who | had 
never met before, wearing cat ears, whiskers and a tail. 
They would probably laugh at me. | don't think Olivia was 
keen on it either, but | promised Ayla | would stay cat-girl. 


In the limo after we left the apartment, | tried to question 
Olivia why Fiona wasn't going with her, but she didn't want 
to talk about it. She looked very hurt. | thought I'd hold her 
hand to make her feel better, which she accepted. | told her 
how cute our dresses were the day before and how much 
fun it was going to be going to a formal ball in them. Rather 
than cheer her up, Olivia just started complaining about how 
incompetent the seamstresses were. Well, at least she was 
back to normal complaining about things. 


When we got to the French bistro, | saw two girls waiting 
outside, a blonde and a black woman. | knew they must 
have been Olivia's friends because they were the only ones 
wearing gloves. It was summer after all. They were dressed 
up slightly, in a more casual way, certainly not Fiona Five 
material. Then again, even Olivia had dressed down a bit to 
meet her friends. As soon as we got out of the car, they 
waved at her. 


"Ollie!" The blonde yelled showing off the forearm-length 
light-blue leather gloves she was wearing in conjunction 
with her elbow-length white cardigan. 


The blonde gave Olivia a hug, but she didn't really hug back, 
"I'm in a bad mood, Alicia." 


"What else is new?" The black woman chuckled. She crossed 
her arms, showing off some red satin gloves with her dark 
red long-sleeved dress and black boots. 


"This is Kelsey," Olivia introduced me, and pointed to the 
blonde, "Kelsey, that's Alicia," now pointing to the black 
woman, "And that's Roxanne." 


"Nice to meet you both," | waved. 


They seemed to stare at me for a minute, obviously 
confused by my outfit, but Alicia was the first to come up 
and give me a hug, "Nice to finally meet you Kelsey. Ollie's 
told us a lot of stories about you." 


"Uh oh," | chuckled, "I hope nothing bad." 


"Uh..." Alicia hesitated, "Well, she does say nice things 
about you too." 


Olivia didn't respond. | went to shake hands with Roxanne, 
but she immediately spoke up, pointing to me: 


"Okay," She seemed to have a New York accent, "You know | 
gotta ask: what's up with the cat costume?" 


"Oh," | blushed. 
"Did you come from a comic con?" Alicia asked. 
Olivia rolled her eyes annoyed at this whole conversation. 


"No," | chuckled trying to laugh it off with good humor, "My 
girlfriend, Ayla, dressed me up like this." 


"Oh..." Roxanne spoke in a knowing tone, "Ayla, Ollie's told 
us about her too." 


| sort of felt uncomfortable hearing Roxanne speak of Ayla 
with that tone. What had Olivia told them about her? She 
rejoined the conversation when Roxanne asked where Fiona 
was. 


"She has some business to take care of," was her excuse. 


"Why am | not surprised?" Roxanne rolled her eyes, 
indicating this was a normal occurrence between them. 


So we went inside got a table and ordered some drinks. | 
wasn't surprised that both of them kept their gloves on for 
the table. I'm sure Olivia had insisted that the two of them 
be gloved at all times whenever they hung out. They asked 
me about Ayla, the trip around the world, what college was 
like for me, a bunch of stuff. After a good few minutes of 
this, Olivia took charge of the conversation, feeling she 
wasn't the center of attention anymore. They talked about 
their other friends from college, including some girl named 
Eileen who | had heard Olivia mention before. Eventually, 
the conversation turned to Pop Rocks: 


"Ollie," Alicia placed her blue palms on the table. She was 
really cute. | could almost see her and Olivia together if 
Fiona was giving her problems, "Thanks so much for getting 
us tickets." 


"Yeah," Roxanne smiled, "I love C.J. | watch America's Voice 
all the time." 


"| sing her songs in karaoke all the time," Alicia told me, "I'm 
a singer you know." 


"You are not a singer!" Olivia barked at her. 


"lam too!" Alicia argued, "My father even hooked me up 
with this singing coach, he thinks | could be the next C.J. 
Wright." 


Roxanne laughed, "I doubt that." 


“Thank you Roxy!" Olivia laughed at her friend and hugged 
her shoulder. It was quite strange to see Olivia in this 
situation with different people. She was slowly starting to 
act different, much more relaxed and personable... well, 
about as personable as Olivia could be. 


"Ayla's a huge Pop Rocks fan," | told Alicia, "She's really 
excited about it." 


| told her the story about how Amy Lynn had a band in 
Seattle that we always used to see. She was very interested 
in hearing about that. 


"Ollie," Alicia sooke up, "How come you never told us you 
were such a Pop Rocks fan?" 


"I'm not," Olivia barked back at her, but her tone changed a 
bit. It was like Alicia and Roxanne could bring out this softer 
more genuine side of her: "| remember liking ‘Truth or Dare' 
as a kid. C.J. Wright has some good songs. Fiona and lI, 
Brenda too, we always used to talk about her fashion and 
the fact that she wore gloves all the time. But I'm nota 
fanatic about it. That's just immature." 


"Is Fiona coming?" Alicia asked. 
"Of course she's coming!" Olivia barked. 


Going to rock concerts was nothing new to me, Ayla or 
Jessie. But | remember Olivia saying back in high school, '| 
wouldn't be caught dead at a rock concert.' Fiona wasn't a 


big fan of them either. Now suddenly both of them were 
joining us. | wondered if this had anything to do with the 
argument Fiona and Olivia had. 


After brunch, and yes we all kept our gloves on (Roxanne 
even commented about how hadn't eaten with gloves on in 
a while), | had to use the ladies' room. Alicia decided to join 
me, leaving Olivia and Roxanne alone. | finally saw Alicia 
take her gloves off in the bathroom and she seemed to give 
me an apologetic look for it: 


"Oh sorry," She said, "| have to take my gloves off to wash 
my hands." 


"It's okay," | reassured her. 


As soon as her hands were washed, she put the gloves right 
back on. 


"Hey Kelsey," Alicia came up to me, "you're really cool." 


| so rarely heard someone call me cool, | didn't know what 
to think of that. "Oh thank you," | smiled, "You're cool too 
Alicia." 


We started walking back towards the table. 


"I'm glad Ollie has a friend like you," She explained as we 
were walking slowly, "I feel like she puts up with a lot." 


"How so?" | asked. My curiosity was getting the better of 
me. | felt like Alicia knew this whole other side to Olivia that 
| just didn't know. And | wanted to know. 


"It's just..." Alicia stopped in her tracks. We were still far 
enough away from the table, that Olivia and Roxanne 
couldn't hear us. They still had their backs towards us, and 


didn't even know we were returning. Still feeling insecure 
about being overheard, Alicia took my hand and led me into 
a separate private room where no one was sitting. "Can | tell 
you something in confidence?" 


"Sure," | replied, feeling | was about to learn some juicy 
gossip. 


Alicia sighed, looking a bit guilty "I... | really don't like Fiona. 
Roxy hates her. I'm actually glad she didn't show up. She's 
just so uncomfortable to be around." 


"Oh," | didn't Know what to say. Fiona could indeed rub 
people the wrong way, but | always felt Olivia was worse. 
Why did they tolerate Olivia but not Fiona? 


Alicia sighed, "I'm sorry | shouldn't have said that. | know 
She's your friend-" 


"No no," | assured her, "| understand. | mean | love her, but 
she can be stand-offish at times." 


"It's more than that," Alicia said, "Ollie can be bitchy 
sometimes, but she has a good heart." 


Ayla would have laughed at her for that. 


"| just don't like the way Fiona treats her!" Alicia continued 
on, interrupting my thoughts. "And Ollie's a totally different 
person when she's around her. She gets all snobby and..." 
She then changed her tone and held my hands again, 
"Anyway, you're nothing like | expected. | thought you'd be 
another elitist type. You seem really good for her. You're 
sweet and down to earth. | almost wish you could be her 
girlfriend. Sorry if that sounds weird." 


| had to laugh at that, "Trust me, Olivia and | wouldn't work. 
Plus my girlfriend would probably hunt her down." 


"Yeah, if | were her, | wouldn't want to give up on a girl like 
you either." Alicia chuckled, "I'm looking forward to meeting 
her tonight. Not really looking forward to seeing Fiona 
again." 


| suddenly had a thought as to why Alicia was so 
overprotective with Olivia: "| hope you don't mind if | ask, do 
you uh... do you have feelings for Olivia at all?" 


"Oh no!" Alicia shook her head, "No | have a boyfriend." 
"Oh," | blushed, "I'm sorry | didn't mean to-" 


"No it's okay," Alicia said, "But our friend Eileen had a crush 
on her big-time. And uh-" She hesitated. 


"What?" | probed, hoping she would continue with her 
gossip. 


"Uh, | shouldn't say anymore. I'll just say Eileen was very 
disappointed that Olivia stayed with Fiona. She actually felt 
like it was an abusive relationship." 


"No no," | had to put that to bed, "They don't have an 
abusive relationship. They really do love each other, trust 
me. All relationships have tense moments. Even Ayla and | 
had some rocky times." 


Alicia didn't look convinced. "I'm just going by what Eileen 
said. She was my best friend, she got very close to Ollie, 
and... You know, let's just stop right here. | feel like I'm 
talking behind Ollie's back." 


"Right, no problem." | tried to sound casual, though | really 
was curious on what she was going to say. My imagination 
ran wild over everything that happened to Olivia in college. 


"C'mon, we've got a concert to see tonight." Alicia grabbed 
my hand and led me back to the table. 


After the meal, Roxanne decided it would be fun to meet up 
with Ayla and Jessica at Liberty Island. Despite Olivia 
complaining about it, we all decided to go there. When we 
finished, we took the ferry that went to the island, then rode 
it to the Statue of Liberty. It took some doing, but eventually 
we found the remaining Fiona Five girls. Spotting three girls 
wearing gloves, it wasn't that hard. We knew who they 
were. 


"Kelsey!" Shiho exclaimed, breaking her pose in front of the 
Statue. | forgot she was still in her cat-ears and whiskers, 
and immediately remembered so was I. "Hurry! We need to 
take picture... A Picture!" She quickly corrected her 
grammar. 


That needed to wait while Olivia introduced her friends. 


"Aha!" Jessie smiled, "We finally meet in person!" Jessie had 
probably met them over a Skype call, though | never got the 
chance. She quickly commented on Roxanne's red gloves, 
"Found someone to replace me Ollie?" 


"Alicia," | grabbed her hand, pulling her towards me ever so 
Slightly. "This is my girlfriend Ayla." 


"Hi Ayla!" Alicia shook hands with her. 


Ayla was of course gracious as always. It didn't take long for 
the two of them to start talking about Pop Rocks. Alicia 


didn't seem annoyed when Ayla quoted her encyclopedic 
knowledge of the band. 


Shiho pouted at being ignored, so | broke up the Pop Rocks 
chatter to get Ayla to focus on the cat-pictures she wanted. 
It didn't take much convincing. The two of us finally posed in 
front of the Statue of Liberty, showcasing our cat costumes. 
I'm not one to call myself cute, but we were pretty damned 
adorable. We posed for the camera, went "Nyan", shot the 
peace sign. She even hugged me again, giving me the 
whole nine yards. Ayla was having a cute-gasm watching us. 


"Kiss!" She yelled. 
"Yeah Kiss!" Jessie agreed, egged us on. 


Alicia and Roxanne were laughing at us. | was perfectly fine 
with kissing Shiho, but | noticed that she looked really 
uncomfortable with the idea. Not wanting the others to call 
her out on it, | stepped in. | didn't want her to feel 
embarrassed. 


"Maybe we shouldn't guys," | explained. 


"No, you have to!" Ayla yelled in cutesy tone holding the 
camera. "It'll be so cute!" 


"Oh for God's sake Ayla," Olivia spoke up, "Leave them 
alone!" 


| wondered if Olivia spotted what | had about Shiho, or if she 
just didn't like the idea of us kissing in public; maybe both. 
One of Olivia's strengths was being able to read situations. 


"Liv!" Jessie rebuked. "Stop being a clam jam!" 


| looked to Shiho who's eyes were pointed down towards the 
ground. She really wasn't used to this sort of thing. | leaned 
closer and spoke softly so only she could hear, while the 
others continued to bicker. 


"Shiho... we can just touch each other's lips." | offered, "Just 
a small kiss, nothing big." 


"Mmm-Hmm," Shiho nodded, but looked slightly white. 


She slowly raised her head and looked up to me, almost 
Shaking. The girl then inched her whisker-drawn face closer 
to mine. Our lips touched, but it wasn't much of a kiss. Even 
still, her shyness made it feel more than what it was. It 
made me blush. 


This little peck wasn't going to do, though. Apparently Ayla 
and Jessie couldn't read the situation from where they were 
standing. They stared shouting for an encore. Even Olivia's 
friends from hooting and hollering as Ayla hastily took a 
bunch of pictures. 


"Tongues!" Jessie yelled, upping the stakes. 
"NO!" Shiho broke lip-contact with me. "No!" 
Ayla put the camera down and looked confused. 


Shiho didn't say a word. She turned on a dime and stormed 
off. I've never seen anyone move so fast without running. 
Without missing a beat, Jessie was charging after her, 
switching to Japanese as she trailed behind her. Everyone 
watched their animated departure, then Ayla broke the 
silence. 


"| didn't piss her off, did I?" 


"It's not that." | reassured her. 


It took some doing, but after a while Jessie had gotten Shiho 
to calm down and rejoin the group. I'm not sure she really 
understood what made Shiho flip off like that. In the 
meantime, Olivia shot a glance to Alicia and Roxanne as if to 
say 'You see what | have to deal with?’ 


Roxanne just laughed: "Well that was fun... it's like 
Freshman year all over again..." 


Before long it was time to head back to the apartment and 
get ready for the concert. Fiona was there, and all | can say 
is that the vibe between her, Alicia and Roxanne was very 
uncomfortable. Alicia was nice enough to her saying how 
good it was to see her again, but after the conversation 
back at the restaurant, | knew they flat out didn't like her 
and the feeling was mutual. | talked to Ayla privately about 
it, and she agreed it was best not to get involved. 


Finally getting out of my cat costume, | got to dress in some 
rock and roll clothes for the concert. My gloves had to stay 
on of course, but since this was a Pop Rocks concert (they 
were all known for wearing gloves) it was appropriate. Ayla 
and | got dressed together, and as usual, she was all over 
me. | could barely keep my jeans on. To be fair, Ayla looked 
pretty hot in her low cut Pop Rocks top and studded leather 
pants. 


| think Shiho was most happy to be wearing regular clothes 
again, even if her white gloves had to stay on. Those shorts 
she was wearing hugged her butt in just the right way, it 
was hard for even me not to look. The funniest moment 
came when she yelled at her girlfriend still in the bathroom: 


"Jessie, why you always take so long?!" 


Jessie yelled something in Japanese, but eventually came 
out in her red lace top and tight jeans with the matching red 
gloves. She looked as hot as ever. Shiho's annoyance from 
before seemed to evaporate slightly. 


"| like you better like this," Shiho told her. 
"| Know you do!" Jessie smiled back. 


Ayla and Jessie started making predictions over what songs 
would be played tonight. This was interrupted by a knock on 
the door preceding Olivia's entrance with Roxanne, Alicia 
and Fiona staying in the doorway having changed into their 
rock and roll outfits. Alicia seemed to want to show off her 
outfit first: a black sequin tank top which just sparkled. She 
had light blue satin gloves that went almost to her elbows 
and a matching choker. Alicia really looked like she could 
have been a pop star herself; she was an aspiring singer 
after all. 


"Ohhh Chica," Jessica went up to her and hugged her side, 
"You look hot!" 


Alicia laughed and thanked her. Shiho pouted her lips tightly 
together seeing this. Maybe it was because | was involved 
with the kissing thing before, and now was aware of it, but | 
was Starting to think that Jessie was blind to all this. 


“Don't encourage her," Roxanne shook her head. She had a 
red jacket with black jeans and boots on. Once again, her 
light red satin gloves and choker really added to the outfit. 


"Whoa whoa whoa," Before anything else could be said, 
Jessie stopped Olivia in her tracks, "Liv, are you wearing 
jeans?!" 


Sure enough, Olivia was wearing blue jeans with her gold 
Shirt and matching choker. Of course her yellow gloves were 
still on, but this was by far the most casual outfit | had ever 
seen Olivia wear. It looked flat out wrong to see her wearing 
street-clothes. Ayla also dropped her jaw. 


"Yes," Olivia rolled her eyes, "| am wearing jeans!" She 
looked up to the ceiling and shouted, "Let the whole world 
know that Olivia Caldwell is wearing jeans!" 


"Yeah," Roxanne laughed, "It took a winter in Jersey for her 
to start wearing pants." 


"Dios Mio!" Jessie came up to her and started feeling up her 
jeans. She even patted her ass. Olivia seemed to just let her 
do it even if she had a frown on her face, "You got no ass 
though, you gotta work on that." Jessie wrapped her arms 
around her and planted a wet kiss on her lips. 


"Get off of me!" Olivia yelled. 


Everyone laughed at this silly display of affection... except 
two. Shiho quietly left the room, unnoticed by everyone but 
me. | was starting to realize that Jessica was clueless to her 
actions hurting her girlfriend. But Shiho wasn't the only one 
unhappy about that kiss. Standing in the doorway was 
Fiona, still dressed in her usual pink gown. 


“That's enough Jessica." 
"Ah vete a la verga Fifi," Jessie moved away from Olivia. 
"See what | mean about Jessica?" Olivia spoke to Alicia. 


"| can't believe the two of you are friends, actually." 
Roxanne observed. 


"Who says we're friends?!" Jessie laughed jokingly. 


"Olivia," Fiona interrupted the almost-awkward moment, 
"What time is the limo picking us up?" 


"Very soon Fiona," Olivia went up to her, "You look beautiful 
as always." 


"| wish | could say the same for you," Fiona said before she 
flipped her hair over her shoulder, and started for the next 
room in a business-like manner. 


| could see Alicia and Roxanne exchange knowing looks at 
each other. | felt like | was learning more about Olivia and 
Fiona's relationship in this short meeting with her friends 
than the entire time | had known them personally. So 
strange. 


With all that aside, the limo picked us up and took us to the 
concert at Radio City. It was an interesting vibe, because 
Ayla's enthusiasm just couldn't be contained. She was being 
overly clingy to me, Shiho and Jessie. Thankfully, her 
excitement was also rubbing off on everyone else, Alicia and 
Roxanne included. | could tell that Alicia, in particular, 
thought she was very cute. This turn seemed to affect 
Olivia's mood who seemed genuinely happy to be 
surrounded by friends. But the one odd woman out was 
Fiona. She didn't want to be there. Fiona didn't partake in 
the conversation or even look at anyone, even when 
someone asked her a question. 


But none of this was going to stop our enjoyment of the 
show. We bought some refreshments and stood close to the 
stage, thanks to our VIP passes. Fiona didn't like that we 
would have to stand so close to the stage all night and let 
her opinion be known. | don't think Olivia particularly liked it 


either, but she was on her best behavior with Alicia and 
Roxanne around. 


The excitement really amped up when the lights went down. 
For a detailed recount of the concert itself, I'd say Ayla can 
explain it best. 
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| never really thought about it, but watching Pop Rocks as a 
little kid may have subconsciously influenced me in more 
ways than one. 


| do remember hearing ‘Truth or Dare' when | was really 
young, and seeing that video on VH1, which was a rarity to 
see a girl-band all playing their own instruments. By middle 
school, | rediscovered them, trying to rebel against pop 
radio and listen to classic rock, or even 90s rock. Pop Rocks 
sounded very 90s to me, which | liked. | bought their three 
albums: TRUTH OR DARE, SILVER CRYSTAL and ROCK N 
BURN (the last of which didn't have lead singer C.J. Wright 
on it). | knew all their songs, | liked that different members 
sang different songs, and | was a big Katie Kerrigan fan 
(their bass player and more of the hard-rock voice of the 
group). C.J. Wright had become a pop-star, so Pop Rocks was 
like the cool band she was in before she sold out. | had the 
famous poster of C.J. and Katie holding each other with their 
long gloves on. That might have actually been why | bought 
my first long pair of black gloves, even before meeting The 
Fiona Five. 


Ironically, it would be their music and the story of C.J. and 
Katie's relationship that provided comfort and consciousness 


when | was questioning my sexuality and started going out 
with Brenda. 


Now here | was as an adult about to see them perform in 
this beautiful theater. Thank God | read that article or we 
never would have been here. The front was standing-room 
only, and Jessie had us positioned right in front of where we 
assumed Amy was going to be. 


| was mostly chatting with Jessie, who was sharing a beer 
with me; already having finished her own. Kelsey and Shiho 
were catching up with each other and Olivia was talking 
with her college friends. They were both cool, Alicia could 
have rivaled Fiona for her beauty. It was actually kind of 
weird to see Olivia paying so much attention to people other 
than Fiona. Kelsey was right, she was an entirely different 
person. Princess Fiona herself looked uncomfortable 
standing in this crowded area. Well then, she shouldn't have 
come. 


The lights went down, and suddenly the theater began to 
erupt with applause. It was time! Jessie and | held onto each 
other and screamed as loud as we could. Kelsey yelled too; 
Alicia and Roxy were also excited. We were going to see Pop 
Rocks live! 


A spotlight shined on the drums and standing above them 
was drummer Camila Geriletti herself, wearing a pink vest. 
She showed off her hands and proceeded to tighten the long 
white gloves over them. We all yelled for her and showed off 
our gloves. Actually, a lot of fans near us were wearing 
gloves (even guys). | broke my gaze for just a moment to 
check on our resident tourist. Kelsey was holding her hands 
up, trying to get her into the concert. It was so cute, 
watching Shiho laugh. | didn't want her to feel left out. | 
guess Kelsey felt the same way. 


Camilla sat down and started playing a beat. It wasn't long 
after that when another spotlight shined on the keyboards 
and Hannah Darby emerged wearing a gold catsuit. Of 
course, | had seen Hannah in person quite often, so we 
yelled for her. She was also wearing white gloves, but they 
disappeared into her catsuit, which looked painted on her. 


And then our girl appeared next to her, wearing blue. Amy 
Lynn kissed her friend on the lips, which made the crowd go 
wild. Back in their hayday, that was Amy's gimmick. She 
seemed so shy, but she kissed her bandmates openly 
(usually C.J.). | remember this caused a lot of stir amongst 
parenting groups. No one knew if it was an act or not, but 
seeing a girl like her do something like that in public really 
touched me back then. Like those around me, | screamed 
my ass off for her. Despite being the icon of my sexuality, 
she was the reason we were here in the first place. 


"AMY!" Jessie, Kelsey and | yelled. 


Amy somehow spotted us and smiled and waved at us from 
stage. | couldn't believe that the same woman Jessie and | 
had seen so many times at Ellington's, the same woman 
who played music for us to dance to, was now on stage with 
Pop Rocks. And she looked the same: her hair tied back, her 
glasses on, still in white gloves of course. What a sight to 
see! 


She picked up her guitar and started playing. | had to shriek 
at that. 


The loudest applause so far came when Katie Kerrigan came 
out in her famous red leather jacket and pants, with the 
trademark Popper white gloves. Her black hair was longer, 
as it used to be back in Pop Rocks before she cut it really 
Short. She did a cartwheel onstage. 


"KATIE!" | jumped up and down like a school girl. Oh my 
God, Katie Kerrigan in the flesh! 


If | admired Amy for being open about kissing girls, | 
remember Katie was the one | wanted to kiss. My crush from 
back then returned when | saw her! | didn't care if | came off 
as immature, seeing her was a childhood dream come true. 
It didn't matter if she was furthest away from us on the left 
side of the stage, we could still see her. She waved at the 
audience with that bad-ass smile on her face and picked up 
her bass guitar. When she plucked the strings of that thing, 
it was loud as shit. | saw Shiho hold her ears out of the 
corner of my eye, apparently not ready for that loud 
distorted bass. 


Immediately hearing this groove, | could tell they were 
about to play "World Wide Tangled Web," an instrumental 
and one | had heard many times listening to the TRUTH OR 
DARE album. Everyone looked to Katie, who cued Amy to 
begin playing some lead guitar, which our group shrieked 
for. 


Amy kicked ass, as we knew she could, but the rest of the 
band was really tight as well. Katie was the most animated, 
jumping all around the stage with her bass. It was just so 
cool to watch. Amy mostly just stood there, like she was 
known for doing, but she seemed more excited whenever 
Katie would go up next to her. It was later in the song, | 
noticed the horn section back on the other side of the stage. 
How did | not see them come on? Sure enough, it was the 
Original Pop Rocks horn section, Treesa and Stephanie, 
dressed in black and wearing white gloves. 


After the song ended, followed by a huge ovation, only 
Hannah continued playing the opening to a different song. 


Actually, | wasn't sure which one it was. Katie went up to the 
mic and yelled: 


"Whatup New York City!" 


Jessie, Kelsey and | screamed so loud. Eyeing Shiho next to 
Kelsey, | saw her look more amused at us then that 
performance on stage. | grinned at her, and she stuck out 
her tongue at me all cute-like. 


"You ready to rock and roll?" Katie went on, pulling my 
attention away from Shiho. 


"YES!" We shouted. 


Camilla started a drum beat as Katie continued: "Bullshit! | 
can't hear you! | said, are you ready to Rock and Roll!?" 


"YES!" We shouted again. 


"| don't think she'll come out unless you you really want it." 
Camilla said in her mic. 


Everyone got excited. We all Know who she was talking 
about. The whole aura of the stadium changed at just a 
mention of her. "C.J.! C.J.! C.J!" The crowd started chanting. 


"Alright, Poppers!" Katie exclaimed. "You want her, you got 
her! One last time, everyone call out 'C.J. Wright!’ on the 
count of three. Ready? One. Two. Three..." 


"C.J. WRIGHT!" Everyone screamed in one voice. 


And then she appeared, C.J. Wright, in person on the stage 
in front of us. It felt like the theater was going to cave in 
from the reaction, including mine. | could barely even hear 
the band as we completely lost it. We were like little girls 


screaming for The Beatles, even Olivia and her friends. Even 
further down from us, | could see hands reaching to touch 
her from the audience. Even Shiho knew who she was. She 
had her camera out, trying to take pictures. The only one 
who was holding her ears in annoyance was Fiona. | had no 
sympathy for her at this point. 


C.J. looked exactly like she did back when TRUTH OR DARE 
came out. She had her white gown, the matching long white 
gloves, and even styled her blonde hair as she used to in 
those days, even if it was a bit longer. Jessie and | pointed 
and giggled at that into each other's ears, flying on a wave 
of nostalgia. 


| could hear that they were playing the opening to "You 
Know Better," their latest single from a couple years earlier. 
It had a cool dance-beat, very reminiscent of 'Truth or Dare.' 
C.J. started singing and once again, we screamed like crazy. 
For this song, she sang a few lines and then Katie took over 
the vocals. C.J. had the cleaner voice while Katie's was more 
raunchy and rock-styled. | loved hearing Katie's voice in the 
heat of the moment. And if that weren't enough, Camilla 
sang as well. Admittedly, | always felt Camilla had a weaker 
voice, aside from the rare times Amy sang, but she sounded 
great in this concert. Once they sang the chorus, everyone 
was Singing, including Amy and Hannah. 


It was hard to believe that these women were all now in 
their mid to late 30s. Not only did they look like they hadn't 
aged since they were in their early 20s, their energy was 
unbelievable! With C.J., it was to be expected. She never 
had been out of the public eye. But seeing the others in 
good form was really rewarding. 


Jessie grabbed hold of my hands and started dancing with 
me. We didn't really have room for any sort of dance 


routine, and | wasn't about to let her jump on the stage to 
do backflips, but we just had to move with the music. 
Kelsey, once again playing hostess, grabbed hold of Shiho 
and danced with her. Maybe this wasn't her type of music, 
but she was lost in the fun of it all. Roxanne and Alicia were 
dancing too, and much to my surprise, even Olivia seemed 
to be awkwardly waving her arms around. Pop Rocks 
actually got Olivia to dance, it was a miracle! 


We of course yelled like crazy following the end of the song, 
but they immediately launched into "Chrissy J." WOW! This 
was more of a rock song, and Katie sang it, one of my 
favorite songs she sang. This time, we were all head- 
banging. | even let my hair tie out so | could twirl my hair 
around. C.J. walked over and pushed her back against 
Katie's. Her hands were all over her. | was getting really 
excited watching this hot display. | wasn't the only one. I'm 
Sure everyone was wondering how the chemistry was going 
to flow between these two after all this time. Looking at 
them, they hadn't lost a beat. | don't care if the press called 
them split-up or whatever, C.J. and Katie were forever! | 
broke away from Jessie, grabbed my Kelsey away from Shiho 
and french-kissed her with full force. She allowed it and 
wrapped her hands around me. 


Out of the corner of my eye, Shiho looked very surprised at 
this display of affection. | guess | couldn't blame her, it 
came out of nowhere. That and I'm sure she was worried 
that doing something like that in public was a bit much. 


The next song had C.J. playing her red acoustic guitar and 
singing "Acoustic Love." Since hitting it big, C.J. rarely gota 
chance to play instruments. While C.J.'s voice was beautiful, 
but Amy still shined on lead guitar. Her licks echoed C.]J.'s 
voice perfectly. We were like her groupies yelling ‘Amy! 
Amy!' As the song kept going, and | finally finished making- 


out with Kelsey, Shiho rejoined us. She leaned over my 
shoulder and spoke in my ear as loud as she could without 
shouting so | could hear her: "I like her voice the best." 


"| know!" | told her, "She's amazing!" 


Jessie took this opportunity to grab hold of her girlfriend and 
tried to dance dirty with her. Shiho looked taken aback by 
this, but tried to play it off as a bit of fun. She wasn't fooling 
me. That look that lingered behind her eyes spoke volumes. 
Jessie said something in her ear, but | couldn't make it out. 
The alcohol was probably starting to take control of her, if | 
knew Jessie. The reaction on Shiho's face was that of 
uncomfortable compliance. | could tell that she didn't want 
to be rude but her good mood was gone. Even being tipsy 
myself, | could see something was up. 


| tore my eyes away from that mystery when Camilla came 
out to the front mic to sing a song. We applauded for her. 
C.J. picked up the bass and Katie played drums. 


"She plays drums too?" Shiho asked me. It actually made 
me jump, as | didn't see her re-join me. Apparently at some 
point she had broken away from Jessie. 


"Yup! Almost all of them can play multiple instruments." | 
told Shiho, swearing that | had told her that in the car. 


Then again, it seemed like Shiho was asking me that as an 
excuse to talk. Whatever that was going on with her was 
starting to cut into my Pop Rocks time. | tried to ignore it, 
and admire the band as they change up instruments, 
though now it was stuck in the back of my mind. 


Camilla had her arm around Amy, both singing into the 
same mic, looking into her eyes affectionately. If | can fan- 
girl for a minute, | wanted to see these two hook-up for 


some reason. | never really got the full story of what went 
on between Amy and Hannah. 


When Camilla finished, sort of hogging up the mic talking to 
the audience, Amy launched into a more obscure song from 
SILVER CRYSTAL called "Repressed." While Camilla went 
back to the drums and Katie took the bass back, Amy 
played this incredible classical-style guitar instrumental. We 
had all seen her play like this before, but | think Shiho forgot 
about her problems for a moment to admire the excellent 
guitar work. When Amy finished and looked to the rest of 
the band, they went into the hard-rocking song with C.]J. 
Singing lead. 


From there, the songs all just kind of ran together, each 
member trading off lead vocals. C.J. and Katie even sang 
hits from their solo careers. | wondered if Amy and Hannah 
were going to launch into one of the jazz numbers they 
played at Ellington's. | doubted it. 


When they did 'Prom Night' | wanted to dance with Kelsey. It 
was our song after all, but a now slightly drunk Jessie picked 
me up and started twirling me around. Of course we kept 
bumping into people having no room in the crowd. In the 
midst of the song, Jessie kissed me. She didn't just give me 
a peck on the lips, she kissed me good. Kelsey was used to 
this, so | knew she wasn't jealous or anything. It was the 
look on Shiho's face that gave me pause. The girl looked 
mortified. | guess the third or fourth time seeing her 
girlfriend kiss another was too much for her, especially 
following the incident on Liberty Island. 


After that kiss, | broke away from Jessie and went over to 
Kelsey. So that's what was going on. Shiho took that stiff 
upper-lip look she had been taking off an on throughout the 
night. | could tell that was going to be an issue later. | have 


to admit | was hiding behind Kelsey now, trying to stay out 
of it. 


"| thought this was our song?" Kelsey grabbed a hold of me 
pretending she was annoyed. Apparently she didn't see that 
face Shiho made. 


"Sorry," | yelled back, feeling my heart race. "Jessie's a little 
excited." 


"| want to go to the bathroom," Shiho said, pushing past 
Kelsey and I, making her way through the crowd. 


| felt very guilty having kissed my best friend in front of her 
Shiho, even if Jessie initiated the kiss. That look haunted 

me. | looked to Jessie, but she was oblivious to the drama 
building up around her. As much as | didn't want to step 
away from the concert, | couldn't let Shiho wander off on her 
own. Apologizing to Kelsey, | took off after the emotional 
japanese girl. Once | caught up to her, | snatched her hand 
and tried to navigate through the crowd, despite her 
seeming stand-offish with me now. 


"Shiho-san!" | spoke breathlessly now that we were in the 
hallway walking to the bathroom. | was still holding her hand 
trying to get her to slow down. Damn this girl can move 
when she wants too! | had to think for a minute how to say 
‘Are you all right' in Japanese and finally said, "Daijoubu 
desuka?" 


Shiho pried her hand from mine, barely able to look me in 
the eye. She didn't continue in Japanese, sticking with 
English, "| do not understand Americans. Why do you kiss 
each other? That is for girlfriends." 


"I'm sorry," | reached for her shoulder, then thought better 
of that. She was agitated. "I didn't mean to upset you-" 


"You kiss me too," Shiho finally looked me in the eyes. "And 
want me to kiss your girlfriend. Why?!" 


She really was genuinely annoyed by all this. Hadn't Jessie 
explained how it worked between the Fiona Five members 
before? Apparently not if | was out here missing that 
massive drum solo going on in the stadium. If she didn't 
understand how things worked with us, | guess | couldn't 
blame her for being upset. | certainly was known for being 
overprotective with my girlfriend in the past. Hell, Fiona 
nearly had a scar under her eye to prove it. But how was | 
going to explain all this to her? Would she even understand? 


"It's just a-" | stuttered as we reached the bathroom, "It's 
just a show of endearment." 


"In-Deer-Mint?" Shiho repeated, clearly not understanding 
the meaning. 


"Like..." | looked up at the bathroom light hoping it would 
help me, "You know love?" 


Shiho's eyes widened behind her glasses. Shit. Maybe 'love' 
was the wrong word to use. | was starting to panic, thinking 
| should have said ‘friendship’, but then she looked into my 
eyes. | think she figured out what | was getting at. Some 
translator | was. 


"| think," Shiho spoke slowly, "I understand." 


"Shiho-san," | risked taking her hands again, "Nothing's 
going on with Jessie and |. We've been kissing-" 


"| don't care about your college friends!" | suddenly heard a 
loud voice yell, which caused me and Shiho to turned to the 
bathroom stall it was coming from. "| want a normal Fiona 
Five vacation!" It was Fiona's voice. 


"Stop yelling at me!" | heard Olivia's caustic voice yell out in 
the same stall. Oh the irony. 


This seemed to interrupt Shiho's train of thought. 
Fortunately Olivia and Fiona seemed to quiet down after 
that outburst: 


"Fiona and Olivia use same toilet?" 


"Yes," | explained to her, "They've been going to the 
bathroom together since before | knew them." 


Shiho shook her head and looked at me, "You are all very 
strange." 


| couldn't help but laugh at that, "I'm sorry Shiho-san." 
"Shiho," She told me, taking a small smile. "No honorific." 


"Shiho," | corrected myself, realizing she had forgiven me. 
Even still, | felt horrible that she got upset. "I apologize for 
disrespecting you. Both here and earlier today." 


"Not you," Shiho got defensive, "Jessie should apologize. 
She kissed you. She kisses everyone. She kisses that..." 
Shiho looked back to the stall and spoke to me in a lower 
voice, "Her!" 


"Well," | didn't want to cause problems between my best 
friend and her girlfriend, but | had to play peace-keeper 
somehow, "Have you talked to Jessie about this?" 


Shiho shook her head 'no.' She had the look of a timid girl 
now. | knew this was something that had been bugging her, 
but she was too afraid to talk about it. 


"Talk to her," | spoke soothingly, "Jessie will understand if 
you just tell her how you feel with honesty." 


Shiho sighed and closed her eyes, "| have many things to 
talk to Jessie. So many things." 


| hesitated for a minute, "Like what?" | was curious. 


Olivia opened the stall, ruining the moment. "Look I'm sorry, 
but | want to go back and watch the concert." 


"Oh sure!" Fiona was going at her like I'd never heard 
before, "Just go and be with your bitches and forget about 
your girlfri-" 


Fiona suddenly stopped in her tracks seeing Shiho and | 
witnessing their fight. She immediately slammed the stall 
door, locking Olivia out. Shiho and | just stood there 
stunned. Olivia straightened out her dress, always taking 
pride in her appearance and pulled out a sanitary wipe for 
her gloves. 


"I'll be back," Shiho told me. She started for a bathroom 
Stall, walking pass Olivia with a stiff indifference. There 
certainly was no love-loss between those two. When she 
shut the door softly behind her, Olivia came up to me, 
eyeing Shiho's stall. 


"How rude!" Olivia murmured. 


You're one to talk, | thought to myself. Instead of saying 
that, | ventured into the fight | just witnessed. "Trouble in 
paradise?" 


Olivia rolled her eyes, "Eavesdropping are we?" Now it was 
my turn to roll my eyes. Bitchy Olivia was back. "So what's 
wrong with Shimo?" 


"Shiho," | corrected her. 
"Whatever," Olivia was grinding her teeth in annoyance. 


"She's fine," | lied. | wasn't about to tell Olivia any problems 
with her and Jessie. She might use it to take advantage of 
them, as she always did. 


Olivia's eyes shifted. Her mind was turning. She jerked her 
head, motioning she wanted to go outside and talk in 
private. Uh oh... now | had to talk to her. So | relented and 
waited outside. At least we could hear the band a little 
better. | decided to strike her first. 


"So Fiona's angry that you brought your friends?" 


Olivia shook her head, not playing my game. "Tell me what's 
going on with Jessie's girlfriend." 


"| asked you first!" 


"No," Olivia pointed at me, "I asked you and you didn't give 
me an answer." 


"| said she's fine," | told her. 

"Yeah right," Olivia snapped at me. 

"So what's wrong with Fiona?" 

"Nothing's wrong. Everything's FINE!" Olivia shouted. 


Suddenly Fiona walked out of the bathroom. She didn't say a 
word to me, but just grabbed Olivia's arm and pulled her 
into the theater. | simply stood there waiting for Shiho to 
return, thinking about all that was going on. | just wanted to 
go back and enjoy the rest of the concert. All this drama 
was Stating to piss me off. 


Fortunately Shiho came out trying to dry her gloves off with 
a Sanitary wipe, "It's so hard to pee with gloves." 


| laughed and helped her dry off her leather hands, "You get 
used to it. You know, | feel like I'd like to buy you a pair of 
gloves at some point, maybe some funkier ones. Jessie will 
like them." 


"| have so many gloves now," Shiho admitted, "But maybe 
your gloves would be different?" 


Suddenly my mind became fixated on what kind of gloves | 
was going to buy her. | imagined how she would look in all 
these cute sexy outfits with different gloves. And where 
would | buy them? France? Italy? Japan? 


"We'll go shopping together," | told her and | motioned for 
us to go back into the theater. "Can | hold your hand?" | 
asked. 


Shiho chuckled and took my hand, "Yes, but no kiss." 


As we walked back, she admitted that she was enjoying the 
concert. Once we rejoined the audience, | did some damage 
control by grabbing a hold of Kelsey. Shiho went over to her 
girlfriend who drunkenly embraced her with open arms. 


“Everything okay?" She asked me. 


"I'll tell you later," | said, "Did C.J. and Katie make out while | 
was gone?" 


"Not yet," Kelsey laughed. 


Holding onto Kelsey helped me enjoy the concert and forget 
about all the drama earlier. And suddenly, they started "In 
My Own Skin," Kelsey and | gasped hearing this. Jessie 


shrieked and looked over at me. But | held tight to Kelsey 
not wanting to let go of her for this tune. 


To put it mildly, this song had a lot of meaning for me. | 
remember listening to it with Brenda. This beautiful ballad, 
which | assumed was a love song from C.J. to Katie, it just 
made my heart beat faster. Every feeling | ever had in my 
life of love, longing, heartbreak, it all came back to me. In 
this concert, "In My Own Skin" was a show-stopper. C.J. sang 
so beautifully. Amy also played this guitar solo which flat-out 
sounded like something Prince would play. | started getting 
tears in my eyes. Kelsey actually awed seeing my tears and 
squeezed me tightly. We slow-danced and she kissed me in 
front of everyone. 


| looked at my friends, Jessie held Shiho close, but she 
looked a little distracted. Roxanne and Alicia were even 
holding onto each other. Even Olivia managed to go up to 
Fiona and hold her hand, but Fiona still looked very sad in 
this venue. It was easily my favorite moment from the night, 
| think for all of us. 


When the song ended, we couldn't stop applauding. The 
roar from the audience was unbelievable. 


"Well," Katie said just as the song ended. By now, she had 
changed her outfit, taken off her red jacket and now had 
black leather gloves on instead of white ones: "I guess that's 
our last song." 


"NOOOOO!" We all screamed at the top of our lungs. They 
couldn't end now, though in truth, | knew they weren't going 
to be allowed out of the building without playing "Truth or 
Dare." 


"You think they're gonna play it?" Kelsey asked me knowing 
exactly what | was thinking. 


"I'm sure they're saving it for last," | answered. 


"All right," Katie laughed at the audience, really owning the 
mic, "Tell you what, we're gonna see who the REAL Poppers 
are and do something from SILVER CRYSTAL. That's MY 
favorite album." 


| cheered for that, "| Know every song off of SILVER CRYSTAL 
Katie!" | didn't care if she couldn't hear me, | had to make 
that known. Actually quite a large percentage of the crowd 
agreed with her. 


"Hey C.J." Katie looked to their lead singer. 
"Katie," She replied, now holding an electric guitar. 


"You know we still get asked all the time," Katie crossed her 
arms, "Are we still a couple? Are we broken up? What's the 
deal with us?" 


More yells from the audience, even Amy spoke into her mic, 
"I've often wondered that myself." 


"Do people still care about that? | didn't know!" C.J. played 
coy, speaking up when the applause died down, "What IS 
the deal with us?" 


Katie stayed silent for a second and then looked back to 
Camilla: "Cammy?!" 


Camilla went into a heavy rock drum beat. No one else was 
playing, but C.J. got everyone to clap along. At some point, | 
realized they were about to play "Get Over it," the biggest 
hit from their second album. 


Katie's voice got really raspy for this one: 


"So what if you've seen me holding her hand? 
So what if you've never seen her with a man? 
You should know that | just don't give a damn!..." 


The drum beat stopped and Katie pointed to the audience. 
That's when we all yelled, Me, Jessie, Kelsey, Alicia: 


"Get over it while you can!" 


We all cheered singing along to Katie's original response to 
the lesbian controversy. Something about being in a theater 
with like minded people, watching a band that | could 
identify with, it made me feel empowered! As they 
continued the song with the whole band playing, C.J. and 
Katie even showed off a sexy french kiss while they were 
playing guitars. 


OH... MY... GOD... All of us, me Kelsey, Jessie we grabbed a 
hold of each other and just started squealing like little girls. 
We were so excited to see that. 


After the song came to end, Katie kept playing bass. She 
was playing all sorts of fast lines and tapping the strings. | 
thought it was the coolest thing ever. And then... she got 
quiet and looked to the rest of the band... | knew it was 
coming: 


Within a second of the familiar bass line to ‘Truth or Dare,’ 
we all yelled at the top of our lungs, Shiho too. Olivia was 
jumping up and down from this, holding onto Alicia. I'd 
never seen her like this. Even Fiona seemed to perk up 
hearing it. The entire audience just went mad. We all started 
jumping up and down as C.J. did onstage. Here in New York 
City, listening to a band from our childhoods performing 
their best known song, it was a moment | wouldn't forget. 


While everyone else pulled out their phones to capture this 
moment, | just wanted it burned in my own retinas for 
eternity. 


There wasn't a single member of the audience quiet when 
the chorus came up: 


"Truth or Dare 

Won't you tell her that you care 
Will you take her out tonight 
Do you swear?" 


They kept vamping the song for a long time. Amy took a 
solo, Hannah took a solo, the horn players soloed, C.J. 
introduced the band, it was a big moment. Nobody wanted 
it to end. | certainly didn't want it to end. 


But it did. No... it can't end like this! When they finally 
walked off stage, we couldn't let them. Jessie came over to 
me and got me screaming as loud as possible. 


"One more song... one more song!" Everyone yelled. 


Well of course, they came back, we went crazy. Camilla 
played a drum beat while C.J. yelled: 


"Let's Rock and Roll!" 


Wow! They were playing Led Zeppelin's "Rock and Roll." | 
knew from live bootlegs and clips that they played this a lot. 
We were all dancing together, having fun, watching C.J. and 
Katie thrash their vocal chords, Amy shred on guitar, and by 
the end Camilla played this epic drum-solo to finish the 
Song. 


And that was it. They took a bow, and the show was over. 
We were all going crazy. Amy threw us a bunch of picks and 
subtly motioned for Jessie to come back stage. 


"Vamos!" Jessie yelled for us to go backstage and meet Pop 
Rocks. 


Be still my beating heart... 
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"AMY!" | yelled once we came into the dressing room 
backstage. 


“Hello Jessie." Amy Lynn herself smiled seeing me and 
walked up to give me a hug, "It's great to see you again. 
Thanks for coming." As usual, Amy presented herself in a 
very business-like manner. 


"No. Thank you for the tickets!" | said to her. It dawned on 
me that | was talking to the lead guitarist of Pop Rocks, the 
band we just saw tear the roof down Radio City Hall, yet it 
was still the same woman I'd seen many times at 
Ellington's, "It was an amazing show." 


"Oh, I'm glad you enjoyed yourself." Amy really had no ego 
when she spoke. 


Hannah Darby came up to me and shook my hand with her 
white gloves still on, "Hello, good to see you," she spoke 
with an English accent. 


"I'll be back," Bruno, their manager who led us into the 
dressing room, walked out of the room. 


Yeah, thanks for the escort man, but we want to hang with 
Pop Rocks! | thought. 


Hannah and Amy stayed with us while | caught sight of 
Camilla in the back icing one of her hands. There was no 
sign of C.J. or Katie. Where were they? 


"You probably remember Ayla and her girlfriend Kelsey," | re- 
introduced my crew to the rock stars. 


“How can | forget your dancing partner?" 


Amy offered a handshake, but Ayla just went right up and 
hugged her: 


"Holy shit!" Ayla was fan-girling big-time, "Amy you were so 
amazing. | can't believe you played 'Repressed.' That was 
the best guitar playing I've ever seen EVER!" 


"| can't breathe!" Amy gagged as my friend was squeezing 
the life out of her. 


"Ayla, don't kill her!" Kelsey pulled her off. 


"Sorry," Ayla chuckled, "And Hannah you were great too. 
God all the time | used to watch you two and | never put two 
and two together that you were both in Pop Rocks." 


| think Amy and Hannah were a little turned off by Ayla's 
fangirl-ism, so | kept the introductions coming, reminding 
her of Olivia and Fiona, and newcomers Alicia and Roxanne, 
who were very excited to meet the band members. But 
saving the best for last: 


"And this is Shiho Inoue." 


"Hi," Shiho bowed slightly, her japanese nature peeking 
through. | could tell she was slightly nervous at meeting 
celebrities. If their manager hadn't asked us not to take 
pictures, Shiho probably would have been flashing her 


camera left and right. If we played our cards right, | was 
Sure we could get a few pictures with them come the end of 
the meeting. 


Amy and Hannah greeted her, though | noticed that they 
picked up on Shiho's bow. 


"Shiho's from Japan, by the way," | was sure to explain. 
"Oh, where in Japan?" Amy asked. 

"Yumoto, more or less." Shiho answered. 

"Oh okay," Amy seemed clueless, "I've never been there." 


"Shiho, nihongo o hanashimasu!" | told her to speak in 
Japanese to Amy. 


"Oh!" Amy chuckled, then switched to Japanese before 
Shiho could speak. "My Japanese isn't very good, so please 
forgive me." 


Delighted, Shiho switched as well. It was a bonding 
moment. Amy probably never got the chance to speak in 
Japanese, judging by her American accent, but | could tell 
something was there. | Knew she was born in America, and 
hadn't really talked about her Japanese heritage much, but 
seeing her talk to Shiho made me believe she had pride in 
it. 


While those two were speaking, Camilla finally walked up to 
her bandmates, curious at the reception they were giving 
us. | pretty much was the only one who could understand 
the two japanese girls, so the look of confusion on her face 
was appropriate. Everyone else mirrored it. 


"Hello, I'm Camilla Geriletti," She spoke, interrupting the 
moment. She was still icing her white gloved hands, 
“Forgive me for not shaking hands. | was bombing the 
drums pretty hard tonight." 


"You did a great job Camilla," Amy said breaking from her 
Japanese conversation. 


"Oh my God!" Ayla went back to fan-girl mode, "I love your 
drumming Camilla. And you know what sucks? | didn't get to 
see your solo because | got dragged to the bathroom. But | 
loved it when you and Amy sang together. | think you two 
make such a cute couple." 


"Ayla!" Kelsey nudged her. 


"It's alright. Please," Camilla smiled showing off her perfect 
teeth, "Il love praise. You forgot to mention how I'm your 
favorite singer in the group!" 


"Oh bugger off with that," Hannah teased her. | got the 
feeling that there was some friction between Hannah and 
Camilla. 


And then a door in the dressing room opened, and everyone 
went silent. Walking out were C.J. Wright and Katie Kerrigan, 
wearing nothing more than their tank-tops, panties and 
gloves. C.J. was completely in white while Katie was 
completely in black. Katie was hot all-right, really skinny 
with some muscle in her arms, and just oozed that hot bad- 
girl vibe. But C.J... she was the living embodiment of 
perfection. She almost looked like an slightly older version 
of Fiona, but there was something more genuine about her 
beauty, like she wasn't even trying to show off. She just 
wanted to be herself. | was keeping my cool up until then. 
Not only was | staring at two famous singers / musicians, 


they were hot as hell... and in those revealing outfits... 
Caliente! 


Ayla let out a repressed shriek. Kelsey, Alicia and Roxanne 
weren't far behind her. Shiho jumped from the screaming, 
but looked at C.J. with huge eyes like the rest of us. 


"Katie, C.J." Amy grabbed my red leather hand and led me 
towards them. The image of these two getting closer was 
going to be burned in my retinas for a long time, "This is 
Jessica from Seattle. She's actually quite the dancer." 


“Dancer as in..." Katie suggested playfully. 


"Not like that, you idiot!" Camilla scolded her. "Don't be a 
pervert in front of our fans." 


"Well-" | shrugged, trying to make a joke, but | didn't get one 
out in time. Amy was already speaking over me. 


"She comes to our jazz shows and dances to our tunes," 
Amy explained then pointed to Ayla, "Her too." 


"Hi," | chuckled, trying to maintain my cool, "I'm Jessica 
Perez." 


"Hello Jessica," C.J. sooke in her angelic voice and offered a 
handshake, "It's so nice to meet you." 


| breathed heavily. Why was I so nervous? I'm Jessica Perez, 

I'm the future president of The United States. Talk to her like 
you're hot shit, not just another star-struck fan: "You as well 

Ms. Wright." 


"Ditto," Katie shook my hand but examined my palms, 
feeling the leather with her own black leather gloves, 
"Mmmm, nice gloves." 


“Thank you," | smiled, "It's kind of our thing." 


"| can see that," Katie looked out to see everyone behind 
me. 


"Are you training to be a dancer?" C.J. asked. Maybe she 
figured | was by the look of my outfit. 


"No," | kept my smile up as much as possible, "I just finished 
my political science degree. I'm going to law school next 
fall." 


"Really," Katie chuckled seeming to make fun of me, "You're 
gonna be a lawyer?" 


"Yeah," | immediately played along with the joke. | figured a 
punk-rocker like Katie Kerrigan would look down on anyone 
aspiring to have a white-collar job. | couldn't fault her for 
that, but she clearly didn't like that world. | was in her 
dressing room, she got us tickets to see her show, she was 
spending time with us, it was best just to play along with the 
gag, "I'm training to be another spawn of El Diablo." 


"S'allright," Katie waved her had, "My uncle's a lawyer." She 
got up to go to the cooler, "You want a soda or anything?" 


"Got a beer?" | asked. 


A silence came over the room, and C.J. looked a little 
nervous, shaking her head at me. | felt a chill go down my 
spine briefly. 


"Sorry," Katie spoke calmly just grabbing a soda, "Me and 
alcohol don't work so well together." She politely handed me 
a soda and | watched C.J. put her hand on the bassist's 
shoulder. 


"| apologize," | said taking the soda. 
"It's cool," Katie waved me off. 


C.J. asked who the others were, so | started to introduce 
everyone. Kelsey was next to me with Ayla, but the 
bluenette was hiding her face in her hands. | introduced 
them. Kelsey handled herself well speaking to C.J. It was 
only now | realized that C.J. seemed to have that Disneyland 
quality talking to us. It wasn't like she was putting on a false 
persona or anything, | think years of being in the limelight, 
she was very careful with how she spoke. But then came 
Ayla. She was breathing heavily as she put her hands down. 


"This is Ayla," Kelsey introduced her, "She's the biggest fan 
here." 


"Oh my God!" Ayla couldn't stop shaking, "I-it's a honor to 
meet you both. C.J. and Katie..." 


Kelsey and | rubbed her shoulders trying to calm her down. 
"Easy Aylee," | heard Kelsey say into her ear. Katie seemed 
to raise an eyebrow and cross her arms. 


"I'm sorry," Ayla's volatile combination of excitement and 
fear was actually very endearing, "I'm just such a huge huge 
fan. | have all your aloums, and by have your albums, | 
mean | have them on CD, didn't just download them. | was 
even going to get TRUTH OR DARE on vinyl, but | don't have 
a record player yet. And and... 'In My Own Skin'..." She was 
catching her breath again, and it looked like she was about 
to start crying, "I used to listen to that with my girlfriend at 
the time. And it was just so inspirational to me..." Now tears 
were gathering in her eyes, "When you two were dealing 
with coming out... it just... | - | was listening to that song 
and | felt like, it's okay for me to be who | am and-" She 
almost broke down sobbing, "I'm sorry!" 


"Ohhhh," C.J. smiled sweetly and wrapped her arms around 
Ayla, "Come here baby." 


Meeting C.J. seemed to hit a nerve | had only seen from Ayla 
a couple times. Maybe this brought back strong feelings of 
Brenda. Ayla wasn't the kind of girl who got so emotional 
like this. 


"You know," C.J. kept her arms wrapped around Ayla even 
using her own gloves to dry off her tears, "It's always so 
meaningful for me to hear that our music helped a 
generation of women find themselves. Thank you so much 
Ayla." 


"Yeah," Katie came up and slowly gave her a hug as well, 
"It's what playing music is all about." She looked to me and 
back to her, "This your girl?" 


She meant me, so | pointed to Kelsey 


"No," Ayla grabbed Kelsey and squeezed her, "This is my 
girl." 


"Awww," C.J. held her hands together, "So cute." 


"I'm sorry," Ayla regained her composure and went up to C.J. 
looking her in the eye, "I Know you get this question asked 
all the time," Her voice almost turned to a whisper, "But | 
gotta know, please, are you and Katie still together? Still a 
couple? Are you married? I'm sorry, | just really want to 
know. It would mean the world to me." 


C.J. sighed, probably trying to hide her annoyance from 
hearing this question. Instead of answering, she just looked 
right towards Katie. Ayla's attention immediately went to the 
black-haired rocker. Katie looked right at Ayla. Very subtly, 
and very swiftly, she winked. 


Ayla gasped and held her mouth with her gloved hands, 
taking that to mean 'yes.' Katie could have just been telling 
Ayla what she wanted to hear, but Ayla was as happy as a 
kid in a candy store at the moment. 


"So are we are ever going to get to meet C.J." Olivia butted 
in, "Or is everybody going to spend an hour telling their sob 
story?!" 


| could have slapped Olivia for being so rude, but Camilla 
actually laughed at that and pointed to the blonde in 
question, "I like her." 


Everybody sort of took their turns talking to C.J. and Katie. 
Alicia didn't waste anytime talking about how she was a 
singer and aspired to be like C.J. Olivia didn't seem very 
starstruck speaking with C.J., but she was on her best 
behavior speaking with her. After a brief greeting, Shiho 
seemed more interested in returning to her Japanese 
conversation with Amy, so | joined in. 


The last person to come up and talk with C.J. and Katie was 
Fiona. 


"This should be interesting," | told Shiho. 


| almost wanted popcorn to see how Fiona was going to fair 
against an ACTUAL blonde goddess like C.J. Wright. Of 
course Fiona had her sunglasses on, stood in a statuesque 
way showing off her pearls and gloves. Olivia introduced 
her: 


"C.J. and... other Pop Rocks members," Olivia was shameless 
about her ignorance of the band, "This... is Fiona Winston." 


"Ooooh," Katie put her gloved hands together, "Well I've 
found my date for the evening." 


C.J. gave her fellow member a nudge in the side, but the 
bassist just laughed. 


Both Fiona and Olivia seemed very uncomfortable with that 
comment, especially coming from a woman in her 30s. But 
this was Katie Kerrigan. If | wasn't taken, | would have 
offered to be her date for the evening. Ayla certainly 
would've jumped at the chance. Kelsey stepped in to 
continue Fiona's introduction: 


"You know Ralph Winston?" She said, "Fiona's his daughter." 


"Oh God!" Katie barked in a tone we hadn't heard from her 
before, "Ralph Winston?!" 


A hush came over the room, except for a groan that came 
from Camilla and a smaller one from Amy. 


"What?" | stepped in, curious as to why she reacted to that 
name? Maybe she was just screwing with her, like she did 
with me earlier. 


"That guy's a fucking asshole!" Katie snorted. 


Okay... she's not screwing with her. My eyes popped open in 
shock. 


"Katie," C.J. seemed to silently scold her. 


"Excuse me?!" Fiona finally spoke up, trying to maintain her 
composure. 


| looked over to Ayla, who seemed equally dumbfounded. 


"Cammy," Katie spoke to her drummer, "You remember that 
gig we did for him?" 


"Yeah | do," Camilla seemed to be uncomfortable talking 
about this, "But let's not talk about-" 


"Cammy and | did a gig at this place he had in Atlantic City," 
Katie told the story, "And actually Amy was in town, so she 
sat in. We had a little Pop Rocks reunion, crowd went crazy. 
And Ralpho just totally shat all over us. He made this whole 
‘Ralph Winston presents Katie Kerrigan' campaign like we 
were supporters of whatever right-wing cause he was 
shoving down people's throats. | had to argue with him 
about getting paid. He called me a 'dyke.' Fucking piece of 
shit!" 


Shiho's eyes shot open hearing this. | wasn't even sure she 
could follow this story, but she knew the word 'dyke' and 
She didn't like it. 


“He called you a dyke?" Ayla spoke up very angry to hear 
this story. | felt some anger too. Maybe at first | considered 
her comments harsh, but a man like Fiona's father calling 
Katie a misogynist slur | had zero tolerance for. 


"That's... Horrible!" Alicia sooke up and gave Fiona the 
dirtiest look | had seen her give. Roxanne did the same. 


"You're making up stories," Fiona interjected towards Katie, 
"My father would never call anyone that." 


| would have called Fiona out on that. While | had only met 
her father a handful of times in the ten years | knew her, | 
didn't find him to be a very warm individual. | don't think he 
liked his daughter hanging out with some chicana. He even 
supported the idea for building a wall between Mexico and 
America (I'll get into that another time). 


"Cammy," Katie asked her friend again, "Did Ralpho call me 
a 'dyke'?" 


Camilla sighed but answered, "Yeah he did." 


"Yeah | remember you telling me that story," Hannah said to 
Amy, who nodded confirming this to be true. 


“He actually made it impossible for me to play in Atlantic 
City anymore, called every promoter and blacklisted me 
from a whole bunch of places." 


"Well fortunately," Camilla continued the story, looking to 
Fiona, trying to bring a positive spin to this conversation, 
"When Pop Rocks reunited, these places weren't about to 
pass up having C.J. perform, so that went away, Thank God." 


Fiona was scoffing. She seemed like she didn't know what to 
say. | could tell she felt like they had took a personal dig at 
her. Olivia tried to speak up, but Katie just wouldn't stop: 


"Cocksucker! Sorry," Katie raised her hands, maybe realizing 
the error of her speech, "Maybe the apple fell far from the 
tree, but | can't stand that guy." 


“How dare you!" Fiona ripped off her glasses. 
"Fiona," Olivia held onto her. 
“How dare you!" Fiona was raising her voice. 


Okay, now was the time for me to go up to her and hold her 
back. Fiona rarely got this riled up in public, and there was 
no telling what she would do in this situation. 


"Katie," C.J. was trying to scold her as well, but she couldn't 
be heard over Fiona yelling. 


“That is my father you're speaking so... So... badly about! 
How would you like it if | made accusations about your 


father?!" 


"Go ahead!" Katie yelled back in a more apathetic way, "l 
never even met my father. I'm sure he's an asshole too." 


"I've never been so humiliated in all my life," Fiona turned 
around wanting to find the exit. 


"I'm sorry," C.J. sooke up. 


Katie wasn't sorry, "Yeah well, you don't like it, there's the 
door!" 


"You're the asshole!" Fiona yelled as she stormed out, 
"Maybe he had good reason for calling you a 'dyke'!" 


"Fiona!" Olivia ran after her. 
Silence. 
What... just... happened?! Everyone was at a loss for words. 


"What's going on?" Shiho spoke softly, but because no one 
was talking, her voice carried and broke some of the 
tension. I'm not sure she fully understood the conversation 
that just went down. | might have to explain everything later 
if she was lost. Ayla came up to her and hugged her side. 


"Really Katie!" C.J. voiced in a reasonable, but stern voice. It 
probably came from years of practice. "He might have been 
awful to you, but that's her father. Couldn't you have shown 
some tact? It's not like SHE called you a dyke." 


Katie stayed silent and drank her soda. After C.J. spelled it 
out, | think she genuinely regretted insulting Fiona like that. 


"Yeah that was harsh," Camilla said. 


The way they were talking to each other, it was like we 
weren't even in the room. We were witnesses to some 
BEHIND THE MUSIC-style argument with Pop Rocks. 


"All right," Katie put her hands up, "I'm sorry. | just really 
hate that guy. He fucked up my career." 


At some point | took it upon myself to say something, 
specifically when there was a break in the band 
conversation: 


"Well, we really should be getting back." | pulled out my 
phone to check the time, "We gotta fly to Niagra Falls 
tomorrow." 


Ayla looked most distraught at this. | think she wanted to 
stay with Pop Rocks as long as possible and ask them all 
kinds of questions. But the mood was over. C.J. and Amy 
kept apologizing and were still very kind about us coming to 
show. Amy changed the mood by suggesting we all get a 
picture together. Katie and C.J. of course put some jeans on 
to look more presentable. C.J. had a white robe to wear, 
while Katie put her leather jacket on. | didn't Know where 
Fiona and Olivia had run off to, so it would be without them. 
As Bruno came back in to take a picture with all of us, the 
mood lightened up a little bit. 


Shiho wasn't in her usual picture taking self, but was 
recruited to take some more pictures after Ayla egged her 
on. | think she just wanted to get out of there. Ayla didn't 
want to go at all. She wanted a picture with everyone 
individually, as well as groups. C.J. and the rest of the band 
were very patient with allowing this, probably because they 
were making up for the fight. | think Bruno said that was 
enough, but C.J. insisted we continue. She was everyone's 
hero after that, and we all got a personal picture with C.]. 


So at least the Pop Rocks backstage meeting ended ona 
high note. After we left the building, Olivia texted me saying 
that Fiona and her had gone back to the apartment. No 
doubt she was incredibly upset and wanted to turn in early. | 
let them have their moment, but | think both Alicia and 
Roxanne were disappointed that they didn't get to say 
goodbye to Olivia. 


"Typical," Roxanne crossed her arms, "Fiona always comes 
first." 


We were pretty hungry, so we decided to settle on a diner. 
The whole conversation was about Katie's story regarding 
Fiona's father. The group seemed to be split on who to side 
with on the Katie fight. We all agreed Fiona's dad treatment 
was unforgivable, but taking it out on Fiona wasn't really 
cool. Oddly enough the person who seemed to back Fiona 
more than anyone else was Kelsey. She understood Katie's 
frustration, but she felt that as a celebrity, she should have 
been more kind to her fan. Ayla argued with her over that: 


"| can't believe Fiona's father did that," Ayla argued, "| mean 
that's pretty fucked up. I'm surprised Katie didn't beat the 
crap out of him. I'd be angry too." 


"| don't blame her for that," Kelsey argued with her girlfriend 
at a lower volume, "But Fiona had nothing to do with it. 
Katie just sort of vented her anger on her. Fiona came to see 
her show and support the band and-" 


"Support what?" Ayla interrupted, "Fiona just stood there the 
whole time. Even Olivia was cheering for the band, except 
when she got dragged into the bathroom so Fiona could yell 
at her." 


"Yell at her?" Roxanne answered, "Why was she yelling at 
her?" 


This was news to all of us. Ayla didn't seem to want to give a 
reason and instead looked to Shiho, who wasn't sure if she 
wanted to speak up either. They obviously heard something 
incriminating. | decided to speak up and put this all to bed. 


“Look what difference does it make?" | said with food in my 
mouth. | gobbled it down and took a sip of my soda, "We 
just saw Pop Rocks. We heard C.J. Wright sing. We even got 
to meet all of them. Let's not let that memory be tainted by 
what happened in the dressing room." 


"Be a great story," Alicia laughed, "Katie Kerrigan yelled at 
our friend's girlfriend." 


| noticed Alicia made an effort not to call Fiona her 'friend'. 


It was time to say goodbye to Alicia and Roxanne. We 
exchanged numbers and we made them promise to visit us 
next time they were in Seattle. 


"Tell Olivia we love her," Alicia said with a sadness in her 
voice, "And it was great to meet all of you." 


"I'll tell her Alicia," Kelsey smiled. 


Kelsey gave Alicia a nice little kiss on the lips, so | decided 
to do the same. 


What a night. It was time to go back to the room and have 
some sexy time with my girlfriend! 
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Everyone was going on and on about the Pop Rocks concert, 
forgetting the big fight that sent one of our own away in 
tears. Americans. I've never met a group of people who 
were more rude. Jessie calls it 'the Japanese-Prude' in me. | 
don't know if it's right or not, but there are certain things | 
believe Japan does better than America, and one of those 
things are manners. 


| can't say | like Fiona, but if someone had talked to one of 
my friends that way, | wouldn't be discussing which Pop 
Rocks member had the best boobs. (It's Camilla by the way) 
When Olivia had left with Fiona, | expected the girls to follow 
Suit. Instead we took pictures. | don't get it. They don't seem 
very loyal to each other. Then again, how can they be? Ayla 
and Kelsey are the most down to earth, but Olivia obviously 
sees the rest of us as lower class. Fiona lives in her own 
world, and anyone not in that world doesn't exist. So how 
can they be be loyal to someone who doesn't acknowledge 
their friendship? 


Maybe I'm wrong. | don't know these girls, after all. It's just 
when Jessie told me about them | thought they were close. | 
thought they were like sisters. That's not what I've seen at 
all. | don't get how Jessie can be friends with them. 


"Hey, let's hit the sack." Jessie sooke up, ending my silent 
musings. 


We had arrived back at Fiona's Apartment after parting ways 
with Olivia's so-called college friends at the restaurant. | had 
been quiet most of the conversation, focusing mostly on the 
salad | ordered. It wasn't very satisfying. I'm starting to 
think Americans eat bread with everything. They even 
brought it with the salad. I'm craving some rice right now, 
but | don't want to say anything because I'm afraid these 
vultures will latch onto that and tease me. 


I'd been trying to improve my mood since we left the others, 
as | didn't want to ruin Jessie's night. | wanted to talk about 
these crazy customs the Fiona Five share with each other, 
but Jessie was so happy. After what happened with Fiona, | 
didn't want to further mess up the night. 


"Dios Mio," Jessie exclaimed when we finally arrived in our 
room. She jumped on the bed with all her clothes still on, 
boots included. She switched her speech to Japanese, "Bit of 
a roller coaster tonight, but that concert was amazing." 


| nodded my head, but | didn't really answer. | felt like if | 
said something now | might start going off on her kissing 
Ayla. | just needed to keep that to myself until tomorrow. So 
| distracted myself by undressing, making sure | wasn't 
doing so in a flirtatious way. The way we've been going at it 
lately, she might have gotten that idea. 


Jessie sat up from the bed and took off her jacket. She 
adjusted her red leather gloves which had scrunched up 
Slightly. "I felt like Ayla was going to jump on stage and 
attack C.J. the way she was acting." 


"Mmm hmm," | muttered, needing to say something. 


My stomach was in a tight knot from holding it all in. | guess 
Jessie could read me well enough now that she was coming 
off of her high. She had gotten off the bed, walked up 
behind me, and wrapped her arms around my waist. 


"Hey you okay?" 


| didn't really answer. What could | say? That | was upset 
over something that would seem irrational to her? Ayla 
acted like | was a freak for not understanding their stupid 
kissing rules. Even still... 


"Didn't like the concert?" Jessie continued. "Not Japanese 
enough?" 


"It was fine." | finally responded, speaking in Japanese since 
she was speaking it as well. 


"Didn't like seeing Katie and C.J. kiss?" 
"| did." 


"That's my girl," Jessie switched in English for a minute then 
back to Japanese, "Look don't worry about Fiona. She has 
the attention span of a rodent. Tomorrow she'll be obsessed 
with what she's gonna wear to Niagara Falls and why none 
of her expensive dresses are water-proof." 


"Right." 


The way her hands tightened around me, | could tell she 
sensed my mood wasn't up to snuff. | wasn't fooling her at 
all. She slowly started to run her hands up and down my 
stomach, leaning her head down by my neck and nuzzling it. 
Ordinarily this would have made my night. But all | could 
picture was that kiss she gave to Ayla. My body stiffed when 
her lips lightly pressed just under my ear. 


"Okay... what's up?" Jessie asked in a concerned manner. 
She knew it wasn't Fiona that was bothering me now. "Did | 
do something wrong? You can tell me." 


"It's..." | hesitated. If she made me talk about it... | don't 
know if | could approach it without flipping out. The sad 
thing is that | wanted to get mad. It was like that was denied 
to me. 


"Shiho." Jessie's voice went a bit sterner, feeling my body 
language as she held me from behind. We were facing a 
mirror just over a dresser, so she was looking into my eyes 
now, searching for answers. | could keep it in anymore. 


"| Know | don't understand American culture... but... Why do 
you keep kissing that girl?" 


Jessie looked completely confused, trying to figure out what 
| meant. Of course she did. She had been kissing everyone 
and | hadn't said anything until now. Why wouldn't she be 
lost? 


"Which girl? Ayla?" 
"Does it matter which one?" 


My voice was a bit more bitter than | wanted it to sound. If 
only she knew | was holding back. If only she knew how 
worked up | had been making myself over this. 


"Shiho you know | don't like this passive-aggressive thing 
you got going on." Jessie called my out on my attitude. "Just 
tell me what's wrong!" 


If she wanted me to let loose, fine. | would. No more holding 
back. "I don't like it when you kiss those friends of yours. 


And | don't like being forced to kiss them back. It... really 
makes me feel bad." 


"Oh." Jessie sighed, letting go of my waist and stepping from 
behind me. As she came to face me, she was rubbing her 
own shoulder, looking a bit awkward on how to address this. 
"Well yeah, | guess | can understand that. Sorry, | guess | 
should have explained this better." 


"Ayla tried to explain it to me," | told her, having trouble 
meeting her eyes. If | looked at them too long I'd stop being 
mad. "I Know you all care for each other and show it 
differently than | do with The Lovelies, but still... it's 
frustrating." 


"What did Ayla say?" Jessie asked curiously. 


| hesitated, gathered my thoughts, then answered. "I'm not 
really sure actually. | guess you all just kiss each other to 
Show your love for each other as friends?" 


"Yeah," Jessie explained, "We have sort of an open-kiss 
policy with The Fiona Five. We've been doing it since middle 
school." 


"W-what does that mean? Open kiss policy?" 


"You've seen us. We just kiss each other if we feel like it. We 
don't make out or anything. Well, not anymore." 


"You told me and Kelsey to kiss with tongues before." | 
reminded her. 


"| was just joking around," She chuckled, "C'mon Shi-chan, 
you know me by now. If Ayla and | feel like giving each other 
a kiss on a lips, we just do it. And it doesn't bother me if 
Ayla kisses you. | think it's cute. She really likes you." 


"So | should kiss Ayla?" 


"Not if you don't want to... but if you do, be careful. She 
bites." Jessie laughed, obviously thinking it would be funny if 
| found myself in a french kiss with the girl. 


Once again, | was made to feel like | was backwards. Was | 
being too prudish? Was this what all Americans did? If | was 
to get to know Jessie's friends better, was this required of 
me? 


"| wish | could be more casual. | think Ayla is nice, but | 
would never disrespect you or Kelsey by kissing her like 
that... maybe if it were some sort of drinking game..." 


"Aw, Shi-chan!" 


She had a look of love blossoming on her face. Obviously 
what | said must have struck her as her eyebrows went up 
in that way they do when they see a cute kitten. She 
reached for my hand and pulled me closer to the bed, and 
sat me down. My heart raced. | still wanted to be pissed. | 
had been holding it in all this time. But when she laid me 
down, climbed on top of me, and caressed my hair, | 
couldn't hold a grudge. All | could think about was her. 


"I'm sorry Shi-Chan." She whispered, her lips so close that 
as she talked they lightly grazed my own lips. "I don't mean 
to hurt you." 


| thought she'd give me a kiss, but she didn't, Instead, she 
pressed her chest against mine and embraced me in a hug. 
Somehow, that hug was more sensual than a kiss ever could 
be. | wrapped my arms around her, letting her know that | 
was giving in. 


"| was being silly." | whispered, feeling her heart beat 
against my breast. 


"No you weren't. | really don't mean to disrespect you. I've 
been kissing Ayla, Kelsey, Fiona, even Olivia for years." 
Jessie's voice changed to a more cynical tone, "Though with 
Olivia it's more just to annoy her. She HATES it!" She smiled 
getting a sense of accomplishment from harassing Olivia. 
Even | had to admit that was a bit funny. "But the five of us 
are like sisters and... kissing is just like a show of 
endearment." 


"Ayla said that. She used an english word that | didn't 
understand." 


“Endearment?" Jessie spoke the English translation. 
"In-deer-mint," | repeated. "Yes, that's it." 


"It means a show of affection," Jessie continued in Japanese, 
"Different kind of affection. Hell Fiona and Kelsey kiss, Ayla 
doesn't mind, and Fiona tried to steal her away years ago. 
Ayla even kisses Fiona. It's just a Fiona Five thing, like the 
gloves or the gowns." 


“Maybe | should kiss Olivia as well?" | teased again, wanting 
Jessie to know | understood that she wasn't setting out to 
hurting me. "Maybe she'll warm up to me then?" 


Jessie laughed hard this time, "Uh, | don't know about that, 
she might attack you." 


"| Know Kendo. Maybe what she needs is a good whack." 


"There's my little violent Shi-chan," Jessie smiled at me, 
which made my heart melt. 


She leaned down to kiss me, but hesitated. | think she was 
making sure | was okay with it. | really must have shook her 
if she's was waiting for permission like that. Now | was 
starting to feel bad. Even still, we had to have this talk. | 
don't think | could have held in my feelings that much 
longer. Raising my arms from her lower back to the back of 
her head, | slowly pushed her downwards. When our lips 
connected, she kissed me. It was soft, and searching. Once | 
pushed her closer to my head, that's when her tongue went 
into my mouth. 


"You know," Jessie broke the make-out session, breathing in 
after having been kissing for so long. "You can always talk to 
me Shi-chan. Anything at all you want to talk about, I'm 
here for you." 


| thought about that. There was something very important | 
had to tell her. Something | came all the way to America to 
tell her. But was now the time? No. We couldn't talk about 
that just yet. Not after this conversation. 


"Something | want to get off my chest, hmm?" | mused, 
trying to think if there was something else that was bugging 
me. 


"Personally," Jessie joked, "I'd like you to get your top off of 
your chest." 


| laughed at that, almost embarrassed at how girly | 
sounded. "Okay, go ahead." 


"Shi-chan," Jessie gave me her loving eyes, "Are you sure? | 
was just joking. We don't have to-" 


"Would you shut up already. | want feel those gloves of 
yours give me..." | switched to english and tried to 
remember that word Ayla used again. "In-Deer-Mint?" 


Jessie laughed, "That doesn't make any sense, but you were 
so cute saying it, I'll let it slide." 


Her lips were on my neck again, this time she was doing 
more than nuzzling. Jessie's lips pressed against me, and | 
could feel her tongue lick me as the inside of her mouth 
caused a slight bit of suction when she did so. | inhaled 
Sharply, feeling my body tingle from the affection. 


She slowly slid down my body, sat up, then lightly pulled my 
top over my head. | adjusted my shoulders should it would 
slide off of me smoother. She delicately dropped my shirt on 
the floor next to us, then reached behind my back in 
fingered my bra hooks. | arched my back, aiding her as best 
as | could, all the while drinking in the lust building up in her 
eyes. 


She unhooked me, and slowly pulled the straps from my 
shoulders until my bra was taken completely off. Once again 
she dropped it lightly on the ground, her eyes studying me 
longingly. Just her gaze was causing me to breath heavier, 
my chest moved up and down more rapidly, trying to keep 
up with my heartbeat. 


"| love you." Jessie whispered. 


It threw me. | thought she would say 'I want you' or 
something like that. My heart melted. This wasn't going to 
be wild animal sex. We were going to make love. | sat up, 
gripped the side of her face, and pulled it into mine. | kissed 
her with all of my passion and heart. | told her that | loved 
her with all of my being. When | pulled away, | could tell 
Jessie's own heart was beating to the same rhythm as mine. 
She felt my love. She was absorbed by it. 


"Oh God..." Jessie whispered, then pushed me back down 
and returned her tongue back into my mouth, her gloved 


hand finally coming up to my breasts. 


That night, | had the most intense orgasm | ever 
experienced in my life. Jessie and | have had incredible sex 
before, but something about this time was intense. | mean, 
this wasn't even the first time she told me she loved me. Do 
you think | would have kept up a long distance relationship 
for over four years if | didn't love her? It's just the two of us 
connected in that moment somehow, reached a different 
level we hadn't before. 


I'm not saying this to pat myself on the back, but after | was 
through with Jessie, she was out cold. | can't take all the 
credit, she had been dancing her ass off all night, and 
before hand we went to the Statue of Liberty. Today had 
been such an active day. However, I'd like to think | played 
some part in it. 


Point is that Jessie feel asleep after we had finished, curled 
up in a ball away from the wet spot on the bed. I'm sorry if 
that's a bit graphic. | laid next to her, staring at her hair. | 
was about to run my hand through it, but my gloves were 
still on, and they were dirty. Normally these girls wore 
gloves for everything, and expected me to as well. But I'm 
not one of them. 


Since I'd been going out with Jessie, I'd worn gloves more 
often then | ever imagined | would wear them in my life. 
Even the majority of the time when Jessie wasn't around or 
even on my mind because of school, | still wore them. My 
dorm-mate, Nanami, taunted me endlessly for it. But there 
were still times | needed to remove them. This was one of 
them, so | took them off, very slowly, hoping Jessie wouldn't 
wake up, and began stroking her hair with my bare hand. It 
was nice to feel something with my skin for a change. 


| watched her sleep for... Geez, | don't even know how long. 
| just Know that | realized my throat was dry and that | 
needed something to drink. | didn't really want to get up, 
Jessie looked like a beautiful angel, but | once | realized | 
was thirsty, that's all | could think about. | found Jessie's t- 
Shirt on the floor and put it on because | knew it would be 
large on me and | wouldn't have to put anything else on... 
mostly. My butt was still hanging out somewhat, but this 
was good enough for a midnight run. 


| tip-toed out of the room and made my way in the dark 
towards the kitchen. Navigating in a strange apartment with 
no lights on, or my glasses for that matter, was a bit of a 
task. Somehow | made it. When | arrived at the refrigerator 
and opened the door, the light seemed so bright, it hurt my 
eyes. But what startled me wasn't the light, it was a 
squeaking voice from across the room. 


"Shut that door!" She demanded. 


| quickly grabbed the bottled water and closed the door, my 
eyes blazing with light sparks floating around in my vision. | 
blinked heavily as now | was completely blind. I'd have to 
wait to move until my vision returned. 


"Who's there?" 


It was only now that | realized the person snapping at me 
was Olivia. Of course it was. For some reason she was on 
the couch on the other side of the room. Because this living 
room had an open kitchen, she was able to see the fridge 
door open. 


"Olivia, it's Shiho." | announced myself to put her at ease. 
My voice felt strange speaking English again after having a 
long Japanese conversation with Jessie. "Thirsty?" 


"You woke me up!" 
"Sorry." 


There was something in her voice, though, that didn't sound 
like her usual self. | think | had caught her with her shields 
down. Now that | realized it, | think her voice had a hint of 
sorrow there. Had she been crying? 


Since | knew where the voice was, | thought it was safer to 
head over there while my eyes calmed down over returning 
to my room. | stumbled my way over, and took a seat next 
to where Olivia was sitting. She wasn't laying down, but her 
silhouetted form did appear to have a night gown on... and | 
was sitting on a blanket. 


| thought she might protest, but she didn't. She knew she 
had been caught. | could tell, because she gave an 
exasperated sighed and made movements to wipe her eyes 
on the sleeve of her night-gloves. 


"What's wrong?" | asked simply, as | opened up my bottled 
water and took a Sip. 


"Nothing. Everything is fine." 


| gave a sigh in response, indicating that | knew better, 
while Olivia snorted. After a second of silence, she looked 
my way and through the dark commented: 


"You look different without your glasses." Her voice sounded 
extremely tired, like she was barely keeping herself awake. 


"Why are you here?" | returned to the real topic. 


"Fiona." She muttered in almost a whisper, as if that 
answered everything. 


| wanted to inquire more, but Olivia did something | didn't 
expect. She leaned close to me, titled head, and rested it on 
my shoulder. Thank goodness it was dark, because she 
might have seen my jaw drop at that. Olivia being 
affectionate? 


| was sort of trapped. It's kind of like when you're watching 
TV or something, and a cat jumps on your lap and settles in. 
You don't want to disturb her, but at the same time the 
show is over and you want to get up. How often does that 
cat ever lay on you? You have to take the moments you can. 
Same deal here. Olivia had let her guard down with me, 
trusted me in this moment. | couldn't leave, even if she 
wasn't talking. 


| heard her sniff sharply. She wasn't crying, but was trying 
not to. That's when she reached over and grabbed my hand. 
| tensed up, knowing what | was in for once she interlaced 
her gloved fingers with my naked ones. 


"Where are your gloves?" She immediately let go of my 
hand, lifted her head off my shoulder and now her voice was 
in full Olivia mode. 


“They are dirty," | informed her. 


“"Ugghhhh," Olivia seemed very annoyed, "You can't walk 
through this apartment without gloves on. Fiona will expel 
you and have the place sterilized." 


"Sterilized?" | asked not knowing the meaning of the word. 
"Where are they?" Olivia demanded. 
"In my room," | responded in a low tone. 


"Go put them on and leave them on!" 


Well, so much for my cute moment with Olivia. | got up as 
quickly as possible, and went back to my room. | figured it 
was best just to leave well enough alone. At least | had one 
brief, but shining moment of affection with Olivia. It was a 
Start... 


Chapter 12 


FIONA FIVE AROUND THE WORLD 

By Sailor Jane & Glee-Chan 

CHAPTER 12 - NIAGARA FALLS, ONTARIO, CANADA 
SHIHO 


It was a six hour drive from New York City to Niagara Falls in 
Canada. This time, we actually had a personal driver ready 
to take us there. | guess Jessie and Olivia didn't want to 
argue with each other again. So we packed up our bags and 
headed up. 


"We'll be staying at The Winston on The Falls," Fiona was 
telling no one in particular, "finest hotel there, great view of 
the falls. Father owns it as well as the Casino next door.” It 
seemed she wanted to brag about her father after Katie 
Kerrigan ripped him a new one. "I even took it upon myself 
to reserve Honeymoon Suites for all the couples." 


Jessie gave a knowing look to Olivia assuming it was 
actually her who did this. 


"Honeymoon Suites?" | asked. 


"It's a special room for newlyweds." Ayla explained to me. 
“Married couples. Normally they call them 'Bridal Suites' but 
Niagara Falls is known as 'The World's Honeymoon Capital’." 


| smiled at that, thinking about Jessie and | staying ina 
Bridal Suite for real, after a proper wedding. | dared not 
voice it aloud, but | couldn't help but gaze at the profile of 


my girlfriend's face, imagining what she might look like ina 
wedding dress. 


Since we had a driver, all of us could relax and admire the 
outdoors. It's so strange that outside New York City, this 
jungle of a metropolis, were miles and miles of beautiful 
trees and mountains. With Olivia and Fiona in the front row, | 
was sitting next to Jessie in the middle row, and Kelsey and 
Ayla were in the back. While | was taking pictures, Olivia 
was complaining about New York City and how she couldn't 
wait to fly out of America. 


"Anxious to get to London, Liv?" Jessie asked. 


"Yes. | want the 'world' part of our world trip to start 
already." 


| actually was in agreement with her. 


"We're going to Canada," Ayla shouted from the back, 
"That's-" 


Olivia immediately interrupted her, "I keep telling you 
AYLA!" She spoke Ayla's name with a growl, "Canada is just 
America Junior. A bunch of tree-hugging wannabe Americans 
who can't pronounce the word '‘Out' or 'About'!" 


Well this led to another argument. At least it took up a good 
hour. | soent most of the time looking out the window, or 
catching a glimpse of what Fiona was doing on her phone. | 
think she was playing games, but overall was just silent, 
listening to the others argue about this or that. It's like she 
lived in her own fantasy world. 


We did switch for a while after stopping for food. Ayla 
insisted | take the front seat with her. | pulled out my 
Camera and got a few shots of Ayla wearing her sunglasses 


and showing poses. I'm really glad she was with me, 
otherwise | would have felt so out of place. Olivia said it was 
an ‘Asian thing’ which | personally found offensive. I'm 
Japanese, Ayla's American. The asian part of her family is 
Korean which isn't ANYTHING like Japan. So she clearly 
didn't know what she was talking about. 


Like | said... Americans! 


The sky was turning to dusk by the time we arrived in 
Canada. Maybe my Japanese visa took a little longer. We did 
a drive-by near the falls as Jessie helped the driver search 
for the hotel. | have to admit, | was glued to the window as 
we passed by. | couldn't even take pictures yet. The falls 
were rigged with lighting, so that it shown on it. It almost 
looked like it was glowing. | wanted to look at it more, but 
we turned away and entered the hotel. 


"Finally!" Ayla was the first out of the van, stretching her 
gloved arms high in the air, exposing her belly-button stud. | 
admit, | looked. "My butt feels numb!" 


Jessie walked by her and slapped her behind. She did so out 
of a joking habit, then she flinched and looked at me. | 
guess she was still iffy after our conversation the night 
before. Now | really felt bad. | didn't want her walking on 
egg shells around me. | get it. This is the kind of relationship 
they have. It doesn't make sense to me, but it does to them. 


Rolling my eyes a bit, | walked over to Ayla and smacked her 
butt too. Ayla jumped, startled by it, while Jessie laughed, 
getting my message. Seeing this as a trend, Kelsey gave 
Ayla a butt-slap for good measure. 


"Why you!" Ayla ran after Kelsey and slapped her butt as 
well, but then Kelsey ran away from her screaming and 
laughing. 


Jessie intercepted her holding onto her, "I got her Ayla!" 


"No!" Kelsey was laughing as Ayla came up behind her and 
gave her a slap on the bottom. 


"Ah, Ms. Greenburg," Ayla grabbed hold of her, letting Jessie 
walk away, "You like spanking do you? Well how about we go 
to our room and I'll give you all the spanking you can 
handle." 


"Shiho!" Kelsey yelled trying to grab my attention, "Help!" 


She was obviously joking as Ayla stole her away from us. | 
had to laugh at them. 


Fiona wrinkled her nose at all this, while Olivia spoke for her, 
as usual, "So childish!" 


When we checked in, we got a red-carpet treatment that put 
the Ozawa Inn's VIP procedure to shame. All the staff 
treated Fiona like a Goddess. She was the owner's daughter 
after all. It was a beautiful hotel, and | got some pictures to 
prove it. Maybe this Ralph Winston wasn't the evil rich snob 
Kerrigan made him out to be. We were personally escorted 
to our Honeymoon Suites. The bellboy had a very hard time 
Carrying all of Jessie's bags. Our rooms were right down the 
hall from each other, so Jessie and | entered a room that 
was opposite of Olivia's and Fiona's. As | walked in, | was 
nearly blasted to the floor on how pink, white, and red the 
room was. It looked like Valentine's Day had puked all over 
it. Everything was heart shaped. The couch, the huge bed, 
and the jacuzzi. Wait, Jacuzzi! 


"Jessie!" | pointed at it excitedly. 


“The Onsen-girl comes out," Jessie chuckled, admiring my 
enthusiasm. 


With that comment, | flashed back to Jessie meeting me as a 
hostess/maid at the The Ozawa Inn. Look how far we had 
come. 


“Do you want to get the others, and we can bathe 
together?" | asked, ignoring her dig. 


"| was hoping we could have some private time, mi nina 
hermosa," Jessie smirked. 


We talked about Olivia for a small while in the Jacuzzi, and | 
absolutely insisted that she get in the tub without her damn 
gloves on. After groaning, she agreed. | finally got some 
alone time with an ungloved Jessie, which spoke volumes. 
We loved each other. I'd wear gloves for her, and she'd take 
them off for me. | don't think the others knew this side of 
our relationship, and how much trust Jessie was giving to 
me. 


This lead to some oral simulation, then headed to bed. Of 
course, Jessie had to be gloved again while in bed. | couldn't 
expect to keep those off of her all night, after all. She asked 
me to put mine back on as well, and after playing the 
princess for a bit, | "gave in". | would have done it anyway, | 
had grown accustomed to wearing gloves while sleeping, 
but | wanted to be cute. 


We fooled around a bit in bed, but after the drive, it seemed 
the bath activity was enough. We probably passed out 
together in bed, probably for the best. | wasn't sure what 
Olivia was going to make us do in the morning. After our 
brief moment together, Olivia was slowly starting to remind 
me of a certain small wolverine-girl | shared a dorm with. 
Maybe Olivia was Nanami's animal soul-mate... maybe she 
was a wild badger? 


As predicted, we were up early the next morning. Jessie and 
| ate breakfast in Kelsey and Ayla's room, while the queen 
bees lorded it in their own suite. That was fine for me, | was 
looking forward to seeing the waterfalls and | didn't want 
Olivia calling them boring and ruining it for me. 


"Last time we were here, we didn't get to do the Maid of 
Mist boat ride," Ayla was telling us. "I definitely want to do 
that this time around." 


"Oh, me too." | chimed in. 


“But | want to see the Penguins at the Aquarium though." 
Kelsey gave a cute pout. Only one other person could get 
away with looking that adorable doing that. 


"Penguins," Jessie seemed excited, "Kawaii!" 


| Knew that the girls had been through the normal tourist 
things before, and they probably were more interested in 
the Aquarium, the Fashion Outlets, or Casino next door. But | 
wanted to really see the Falls, walk though the Caves, hike 
on the Island, things like that. We were so rushed at The 
Grand Canyon, | wanted to take my time with this one. 


"We should split up," Ayla suggested, "I know for a fact that 
Fiona's not gonna want to get her precious dress all wet." 


"Can she not wear the dress?" | asked. 


Suddenly Ayla and Jessie started laughing uncontrollably. I'm 
guessing that was a 'no.' apparently logic didn't apply to 
Fiona, even in a place like this. 


"She's such a sweet kid," Jessie twirled my hair, then kissed 
my cheek like | was kid. | didn't mind, | was feeling cute 
today. 


"Shouldn't we all do this as The Fiona Five, er Six?" Kelsey 
asked. "| mean... Fiona got us together so we could be a 
group again." 


"We'll have plenty of opportunities," Ayla said, "We've got 
London, Paris," She looked to Jessie, "You know Fiona's going 
to want to play tour guide in Paris. She always does." 


Jessie pondered this idea, while | sat silent and waited for a 
decision to be made. While | wanted to do the more nature- 
aspect to the falls, | also didn't want to made Jessie feel 
awkward around me again on having to pick sides. My 
insecurities shouldn't come in-between us. Even still, when 
would | ever get the chance to see something magnificent 
as Niagara Falls again? 


"If Shiho's okay with it, then | am." Jessie finally spoke up. 


| wasn't sure what she wanted me to say. Did she want me 
to go with her, or was she okay with Ayla and | heading off 
together? Closing my eyes | thought about the times Jessie 
came to Yumoto to visit my friends. There were times when 
she went off with Makoto or Kaede without me. But these 
girls played by different rules. 


"You won't mind if | see water fall?" | asked tentatively. 


"Ooooo," Ayla teased towards Kelsey, "Jessie's got her under 
her gloved thumb. That's right, bring that girl back in-line!" 


Looking a little bit hurt by that, my girlfriend shook her head 
in denial. | didn't understand what that meant. Ayla laughed, 
shoving Jessie playfully, not seeing what | had just seen. 
Whatever Ayla said wasn't geling with Jessie's reaction, so | 
got confused. 


"What?" | thought maybe | was missing something. 


"It means she's controlling you," Kelsey explained. 
"| do not!" Jessie barked, "I'm not controlling!" 


| don't know why she got so alarmed by this, but everyone 
took a step back after that rebuke. It seemed to come out of 
nowhere. Kelsey looked at me, as if | had the answers to 
that, but | didn't. Why did it bother her to be called 
‘controlling’? 


"Jessie chill," Ayla chuckled, "| was joking around." 


Jessie seemed a little lost but then faked a laugh like she 
was in on the joke. 


"Okay," Ayla grabbed my hand, trying to break the tension, 
"Shiho and | will do the tour, and you two chill with the 
penguins at the Aquarium." She then chuckled, "Oh... | said 
chill! Get it?!" 


| didn't really understand Ayla's sense of humor sometimes, 
though | would blame my limited grasp on the English 
language for that. Kelsey did laugh softly at her joke. 


Jessie and | returned to our own room to dress appropriately 
for our separate trips, there was no way | was wearing a 
dress to the falls. | went for satin gloves rather than leather 
ones, Jessie having schooled me properly on such matters. 
While | changed, | slowly gauged Jessie (in Japanese) on 
what was really bugging her. She didn't want to say at first, 
but after some prying she finally came out with it. 


"| just know about some of the girls you've dated in the 
past. | don't ever want you to think I'm controlling you." 


| raised my hand, indicating the white glove | was wearing. 
"In a way, |am under your spell. Sometimes putting these 


on is a nuisance." 


Jessie's lower jaw shifted. Apparently she had forgotten 
about that. Her face turned white, "I thought... | thought you 
liked wearing them." 


The way she spoke hearing me say | didn't like the gloves, it 
sounded like her heart stopped beating. That really hurt her. 
| had to explain myself: 


"| like them because you do." She already knew this. We've 
had this conversation before. But telling her that | didn't like 
my hands constantly covered was like saying | enjoyed 
kicking puppies to her. | always had to word these things 
delicately. "I like these gloves in particular because they 
remind me of you. When | have them on, it's like you're 
holding my hand. But... but you know I'm not like you and 
your friends. It's not a fetish for me." 


"It's not just a fetish!" Jessie snapped sharply, then took a 
softer face after she said it. "Sorry." 


"No. It's okay." | unconsciously pulled my glove up my upper 
arm trying to show her that | still was willing to wear them 
for her, no matter what. It was annoying, but I'd do anything 
for her. 


"It's just..." | don't think Jessie knew how to respond. Usually 
she was so quick and witty, but | sort of knocked her down. 
"We're going to London next." Jessie finally said, as if that 
made any sense. What did this have to do with the gloves... 
or the controlling topic... or anything for that matter. | 
couldn't follow how her mind was working this time around. 
“Doesn't your ex-girlfriend go to University there?" 


"She's attending Oxford..." | corrected. 


"You'll want to see her, right?" 
"| hadn't really thought about it." | admitted. 


The last time | saw Sora Ito (or 'Sara' as she was allowing 
English speakers to call her) was a couple years back when 
she had just come out of a coma. She was a victim of the 
Mythical Mirage hostage situation, and had been comatose 
for months. Jessie knew this. When she woke up, Mako-chan 
and | went to Oxford for a few months to help in her 
rehabilitation. | know that Jessie wasn't pleased about that, 
she made that pretty clear more than once. Even if she was 
my ex, Sora had played a big part of my life. Back then, | 
couldn't abandon her when she needed me. 


"| heard how she treated you, Shi-chan. | just... | don't want 
to be compared to her." 


| still had no clue where any of this was coming from. Ayla 
had no clue who my past girlfriends were, and couldn't have 
been comparing Jessie to them. This all seemed a bit 
irrational. 


"Jessica..." | used her full name to let her know | was being 
serious. "You've only asked me for two things. To love you 

and to wear gloves for you. | don't think you're being over 
controlling." 


She looked away, shifting her weight from side to side. 
"Yeah well... Would you think I'm being controlling if | asked 
you not to see her again?" 


That was shocking. Why was she also so jealous of a girl she 
never met? She had met and even enjoyed talking to one of 
my other exes, Kaorin. Why was Sora so different? 


"It's been over between us for years!" 


"So why do you keep talking to her?" 
"She's a friend." 
"No she's not! She treated you like-" 


But what Jessie thought Sora did would have to wait. 
Opening the door as if she owned the place was Fiona. Then 
again, Fiona's father did own the hotel, so maybe her 
entitlement worked this time. They were both dressed in 
their normal gowns and gloves. | thought perhaps they 
would change into the dresses we had gotten in New York. 


"Jessica, we're heading to the Fashion Outlets." Fiona 
announced as if we cared. "Will you be joining us?" 


"Nah," Jessie murmured in English, still in a mood, "I 
promised Kelsey I'd go with her to chill with the penguins." 


Olivia groaned, "Like she can't go see penguins at the zoo in 
Seattle?" 


Jessie mocked her groan, "Like you can't go shopping in 
Seattle? Or any other place we're going to for that matter?" 


Olivia rolled her eyes towards Fiona. It was difficult to see 
how Fiona reacted behind her sunglasses. Then again, she 
seemed more interested in my open suitcase than the 
conversation. | think she spotted my special kimono | 
brought for Jessie. 


“Do you not want to see Niagara Falls?" | asked them, back 
in English again. 


Fiona turned away from my kimono and stared a hole in my 
face, "We saw them already. | can't get too close to them, 


my dress will be... perspired." She looked to Olivia, "Is that 
the right word?" 


"All right," Jessie shooed them out, "We'll tell the penguins 
you said 'hola’." 


Olivia looked at her disgusted, "What, are they penguins 
Mexican all of a sudden?" 


"Actually," Jessica was once again quick on her feet with 
Olivia, "They're from South America." 


"Jessica," Fiona laughed like she knew everything, 
"Everyone knows penguins are from The Antarctic." 


It seemed the Jessie mystery would have to wait, as it didn't 
seem like this argument was going to end anytime soon. 
Ayla came to collect me a few minutes later, and | was glad 
for it. This was after she had to sit through Fiona critiquing 
our outfits. Ayla didn't even bother to explain that we were 
going into the falls where getting wet was an absolute 
certainty. When we finally got away from the girls, a part of 
me felt a relief. | felt so lost at Jessie's issue with Sora. 


The funny thing about Ayla is how resilient she was to 
whatever was happening with The Fiona Five. Jessie could 
flip out at a comment she made, Fiona could make fun of 
the way she dressed, and the next minute she's talking 
about when she was a little girl and visited the falls with her 
family. | knew very little about her family other than they 
owned a couple of successful restaurants in Seattle. | would 
have considered her well off, but compared to Jessie, Olivia 
and especially Fiona, she was middle class. 


We bought our rain ponchos and placed them on. That's 
when Ayla pulled out a couple pairs of rubber gloves from 
her purse, long dishwashing kind of gloves. She had yellow 


ones for me and pink ones for her. | was at a loss for words. 
What | really wanted to say was ‘Really?! You want us to 
wear rubber gloves?’ 


Ayla must have noticed my hesitation because she 
immediately explained while she put her rubber gloves over 
her satin gloves, "Your gloves are gonna get soaked if you 
don't wear them." 


“Can we take them off?" | asked in a somewhat 
condescending tone, "Fiona not here. We do not need 
gloves." 


"Mmmm," Ayla seemed conflicted, "I'd rather you keep them 
on. Is that okay?" 


So she was just like them. The most down to Earth woman 

in the group, and she too was forcing me to wear gloves 
with her. | already knew she had a glove fetish, but | thought 
if anyone could be talked into not wearing them it would be 
her. She was under Fiona's spell like everyone else. Not 
wanting to sour the best friendship | had on this trip, | 
reluctantly put the yellow gloves on over my satin ones. | 
must have looked ridiculous in them, but then again | was 
wearing a poncho. 


"You look so cute," Ayla gave me a hug. Her hugs always felt 
genuine. She looked like she was about to kiss me, but she 
stopped and chuckled, "Oh sorry, no kissing." 


Instead, | hugged her back and pressed her cheek against 
mine. She blushed from the affection. It must have meant 
more when | gave affection over the others, because | 
rationed it out. 


After that, Ayla and | started having a lot of fun. The boat 
was on the other side of the trail from the Cave of the 


Winds, so we decided to go there first. The cool misty 
waters that blanketed the boardwalk was like a watery fog. 
Even with the poncho's on, we were getting wet. Thankfully 
the satin gloves stayed dry under our rubber ones. | guess 
Ayla thought of everything. 


But the Cave of Winds did something else: it made us forget 
about The Fiona Five and the Jessie mystery. The water from 
the falls were causing multiple rainbows, and | had to just sit 
and stop to look at how magnificent it all was. Ayla seemed 
to be in the same mind, as she took my hand, and just 
gazed up at it's majesty with a sense of awe. It was almost 
romantic in a way. 


We took our time getting to the boat, then we got tickets 
and boarded it. Ayla seemed about as excited as she was 
when she met Pop Rocks. Apparently she hadn't been on 
this ride since she was little. They tugged us out so we could 
get a closer view of the waterfall. The two of us ran over to 
the starboard side and craned our heads up to look at the 
falls properly. Being down here, getting sprayed, and looking 
up just made one feel like a small insignificant insect to 
grand scheme of things. 


"America is so big." | commented over the roar of water 
crashing into water. 


"Well technically we're in Canada." Ayla explained. 


"In Japan, it not like this. We are an island, so even country 
side is not big as this." | told her, even though she knew. "So 
much space..." 


"Yeah," Ayla spoke, "But a lot of that space is filled with 
redneck, homophobic assholes with gun fetishes." 


| had no idea what she just said, "Ohhh, so many words | 
don't know." 


Ayla laughed at me. At first | felt insecure thinking she was 
ridiculing my poor English, but she gave me another hug 
which made me feel good. | could tell she thought | was 
being cute. This time | wasn't trying to be, but | was pleased 
she found my inadequacies adorable. 


| had almost forgotten to take pictures. The beauty of the 
nature around me had captured my thought and 
imagination that | completely forgot. Not wasting the 
chance, | got my camera out and started snapping pictures, 
which wasn't easy with two pairs of gloves on. | got Ayla to 
take some of me with the fall as a backdrop, then | took 
some more with her in them. It was kind of funny as both of 
our glasses kept fogging up. 


When we made it to Goat Island, it took a few minutes for 
my legs to adjust. For some reason it still felt like | was on 
the boat rocking around. | began to remove my poncho and 
rubber gloves. 


"Hey," Ayla shot me a dirty look, "Did | give you permission 
to take those off?" 


Immediately | felt a chill down my spine. The look she gave 
was scary. But then she smiled at me: "Just kidding!" She 
proceeded to remove her rubber gloves and show off her 
satin ones. 


"You suck!" | told her, even if it was kind of funny. 
Ayla laughed at my comment. 


After more pictures, we started our nature hike. | was 
surprised how well Ayla and | were getting along. By now, it 


shouldn't have been that shocking, she was the friendliest 
Fiver to welcome me. But now that my novelty wore off, | 
was almost expecting that she'd back off a bit and start 
acting more like Fiona. She clung to my arm as we hiked, 
chatting endlessly about this or that. It was actually a bit 
hard to follow, though | did my best. | think she knew | 
couldn't understand everything, but | was engaged enough 
that she didn't try to slow her speech on my account. Ina 
way | liked that. She didn't treat me as a mental patient. 


My conversation with Amy Lynn, from Pop Rocks, came up. 
She wanted to know what | said to her in Japanese. There 
wasn't much to say, Amy was obviously American even if 
her family immigrated from Japan. Her Japanese wasn't that 
bad. Actually Jessie spoke better than her, though she had 
more practice. | think Ayla was hoping Amy had revealed 
something about the band's relationships to me, but | told 
her no. 


"What else did she say?" Ayla pried on wanting to every 
single detail about the conversation. 


"She told me her real name. Amy Lynn is her..." | was trying 
to find the right English words to say, "Her stage name?" 


Ayla nodded confirming my correct wording. | smiled at that. 
"Yeah | read about that." Ayla looked up, as if trying to 
remember. "Ami Kuzawa, | think?" 


"Kizugawa.' | corrected. "| remember because there is 
Kizugawa in my Maths class." 


"What's her first name?" Ayla asked. 


"Mio," | answered. 


Ayla's smile suddenly faded and she gave a look of 
realization, "Oh my God! Mio Kizugawa? | know her!" 


My eyes shot open, "Really?" 
"No," Ayla immediately answered and smiled at me. 
| had to give her a smack on the head for that. "Baka!" 


By the time | had told her the entire conversation word for 
word, we had been on our feet for hours. Back on the main 
park, we got some lunch in this Americana Burger place. It 
had a very 50's diner like vibe I've seen in movies like Back 
to the Future and Grease. | didn't really know what to get, so 
| let Ayla order for me. 


"Shiho," Ayla asked once we got our food, "Do you like 
American food?" 


"Sometimes." | told her. "If | may be true, | just want some 
rice." 


"Honest. ‘If | can be honest.'" Ayla corrected. 
"Right." | felt silly. | Knew that one. | just wasn't thinking. 
"What kind of rice do you want?" 


"| don't care. It can be plain and steamed. Everything we eat 
is too... heavy." 


Ayla laughed, indicated to her massive cheeseburger, steak- 
fries, and strawberry milkshake. "We can totally order rice 
when we get back to the hotel." 


"| can cook..." | found myself saying before | thought about 
it. 


"Aha!" Ayla looked excited, "And another juicy factoid about 
Shiho-san comes into place. Is your cooking oyshi?" 


| had to laugh at Ayla's pronunciation of 'oyshi' which meant 
delicious. But | appreciated her trying to speak what little 
Japanese she knew. 


"lam good." | said with no ego attached to it. 


She really seemed happy about that. Well shit. | really 
messed up. Once people tasted my homecooking, they 
always wanted me to cook for them again. The first meal 
Jessie ever had in Yumoto was my cooking. Maybe it played 
a part in her falling for me? She always liked it when | 
cooked for her (but then again, so do the Lovelies). 


"Well, we'll have to gorge ourselves in some oyshi Shiho 
cooking while on this trip!" 


| raised my hands, politely trying to calm her down. "I cook 
japanese-style. You maybe not like." 


Ayla smirked at me and raised her arms, "You're talking to 
the token Asian member of The Fiona Five. You don't think 
I'm used to Eastern palettes?" 


| thought about that for a moment, wondering if Ayla knew 
what she was talking about. Even still, she seemed 
interested, and far be it for me to turn her down when it 
wasn't something that embarrassing. | just didn't want to 
cook for Fiona and Olivia, only for them to comment how 
French Food was so much better. 


"I'll tell you what," Ayla said, "You cook for me, and I'll buy 
you a new pair of gloves." 


There she went again wanting to buy me gloves. | had 
explained to her before that Jessie bought me many pairs of 
gloves, but she said her's would be ‘funkier’ which | had to 
ask Jessie the meaning of the word later. Ayla was known as 
the 'funky' one of the group, and from what | understood, 
her style ranged from cute to almost perverted. | have to 
admit, | was curious what kind of gloves she would buy for 
me. 


"I'll agree," | nodded, "But only once we get to Tokyo." 


"| expect nothing less than to be the greatest meal I've ever 
had in my life!" 


"NO!" | cried, but knew she was joking. 


As we continued our meal, | took a moment to gaze at Ayla 
more objectively. | could see us really becoming close 
friends, given time. She and Kelsey have made a serious 
effort to include me on everything. | was Sure Jessie had told 
them to do so, at first, but during the course of these few 
days | figured out that they had done so on their own. 


"Ayla..." | started cautiously, curious. "Did Jessie... did she 
asked you to act a certain way around me?" 


"Not really." Ayla said with a mouth fill of steak-fries and 
waited to wash them down with her shake, "Just to be polite. 
| think she begged Olivia more. Didn't work." 


"| must seem like a prude then..." 


"Oh, no, nothing like that." Ayla shook her head. "You're in a 
country you've never been before where they don't speak 
your native language, and you're hanging out with a bunch 
of entitled strangers. Considering all that, I'd say you handle 
yourself well... although you slapped my butt yesterday!" 


"It needed to be spanked." | joked. 


Laughing, Ayla had to cover her mouth so she didn't spit 
food all over my face. | guess she didn't expect that kind of 
joke out me. 


"You're gonna be sorry!" She joked. 


I'm glad we were sharing a comedic moment. | didn't want 
to be seen as the formal girl who they had to appease. | 
wanted them to feel normal around me. To do that, I'd have 
to be less of a stickler. Was that something | could do? Could 
| really get to the point where I'd feel comfortable kissing 
Ayla? 
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| took another picture of the penguins at the Aquarium. | 
had really had no talent for photography. | could write about 
them, maybe an observation of how they act in this 
environment, or maybe even a fictional story: 


The Humbolt Penguins originally lived a rich fulfilling life in 
Peru: dining on the finest fish, walking the most beautiful 
beaches in all South America. A young penguin from North 
of The Equator, hungry and dirty, came strolling in longing 
to join their group. But The Humbolt Penguins didn't accept 
her. Suddenly, some humans from the Aquarium captured 
them all at the same time and dumped them in some 
cramped tank in Canada, away from their great open 
spaces. Suddenly, the Northern penguin wasn't so different. 
She was just another penguin being displayed for 
amusement. And it was her who inspired the others to rise 
up against the Aquarium workers and break-out of their 
enclosure. She would lead them to the falls, jump in and ride 
them down to coast where they could all be free again. 
Maybe then, the penguins from Peru would finally accept 
her! 


... God listen to me, I'm making up a penguin version of The 
Great Escape. Besides, who could survive plunging into 
those falls? It's not like Penguins could fly. 


Looking at the photo, | was actually pleased with it for once. 
| ran over to Jessie who had just taken a picture of the 
penguins’ identification sign, displaying their origin. | guess 
she was going to send it to Fiona to prove her wrong about 
something. She looked really cute wearing my purple 
cardigan, even if it didn't really fit her. Likewise, | felt pretty 
Small in Jessie's red blazer. | don't know why we decided to 
switch clothes when we got there, it was pretty cold. 


"Hey," | waved to Jessie, then showed her the picture | took, 
"Do you think Shiho will like this one?" 


"Sure," Jessie didn't even look at the picture. She was kind 
of staring off into space. In fact, she seemed down this 
entire trip. It was only now | really noticed how severe it 
was. 


| put the camera away, and put her arms around her, 
"What's wrong?" 


Jessie took her time answering, "Kelsey, we lived together 
for two years." She turned around to face me, "Was | 
controlling?" 


"No," | answered her very quickly, "Of course not, you're like 
the most easy-going member of The Fiona Five." 


Jessie smirked, "I don't know about that. | think Ayla 
deserves that title." 


Now it was my turn to smirk, "Try going out with her, then 
tell me she's not controlling!" Maybe that was too harsh. 
Ayla wasn't really that controlling... well, maybe she was, 
but | didn't want Jessie to think ill of her. 


Jessie didn't really respond to my comments about Ayla. 
Obviously her mind was obsessed with something. She held 


my hands, "You like wearing these gloves right? It's not like 
we forced you to or anything?" 


"Well," | answered thinking about the question, "Yeah you all 
kind of did, but | liked wearing them. | wanted to wear 
them." | decided to cut to the chase, "Jessie what's wrong? 
Is it Shiho? Tell me!" 


"Shiho doesn't like wearing the gloves," Jessie asked, "She 
just wears them because | make her wear them." 


"Really?" | answered, "I've never seen her not wearing them, 
except maybe a couple times on Skype." 


"Well | guess that's because | make her wear them." Jessie 
explained. "| know she doesn't really get the glove fetish, 
but up until now | always assumed she liked wearing them 
as a fashion piece or whatever. But no, she doesn't like it. It 
just... it makes me sad." 


| gave her a hug. | think she appreciated it, "You can't force 
her to have a glove fetish Jessie. You shouldn't force her to 
do anything. But | don't think Shiho would wear them for 
you all the time if she didn't like them." 


"She just tolerates wearing them," Jessie let go of me and 
rubbed the glove material on her cheeks, "Maybe | am 
forcing her into doing something she doesn't want to." 


“Do you think | really wanted to walk through New York City 
wearing cat ears?!" | explained to her, "It was embarrassing. 
But | did it because Ayla wanted me to." 


Jessie sighed hearing that, "Why didn't you tell her 'no'?" 


"Because," | explained without hesitation, "When | see the 
bright smile on her face, seeing me like that, it's just so 


adorable. Whenever | wear something she wants me to 
wear, she just lights up like a firecracker. I... | just can't 
resist it... and | can't bear seeing her happiness fade by 
refusing her. | think Shiho knows how happy she makes you 
when wearing the gloves, so she just does it. We both want 
to make our girlfriends happy." 


What | didn't tell Jessie was that sometimes | did tell her 'no' 
and she would use her cutesy act to guilt me into doing 
whatever she wanted. | would have to be pretty deliberate 
to get her to stop and after that she would pout and act all 
depressed for a while. | guess that's why | didn't say no very 
often. 


Jessie squeezed my hand. She stayed pretty silent as we 
continued wandering the rest of The Aquarium. It wasn't 
until we left the building that Jessie put her sunglasses on 
and told me about Shiho's ex-girlfriend, Sora, the one who 
had survived that cyber-terrorist attack. Jessie was 
Suspicious that Sora was never even involved with that and 
made up the whole thing just to get Shiho back. The whole 
thing seemed kind of far-fetched, but then again, | had 
heard stories about her. It seemed like Jessie just wanted to 
vent, | don't think | was helping much. 


When we got back to the falls, | called Ayla to see if they 
wanted to meet up. She and Shiho were finishing their late- 
lunch, so they would meet us at the hotel. | was glad that 
Ayla and Shiho were having a nice field trip together. Maybe 
next time | could have some alone time with Shiho. And 
then maybe Olivia... well, maybe not Olivia. Shiho would 
probably kill her. 


“How would you feel," Jessie said immediately following my 
phone conversation, "If Ayla met up with Brenda again?" 


Well that came out of nowhere. Was this why she started 
talking about Sora? Now that she brought it up, | had always 
wondered what would happen if Brenda came back into 
Ayla's life. But none of us had seen nor heard from her in 
years. Ayla didn't even usually talk about Brenda unless she 
was part of an old Fiona Five story. | know she had mixed 
emotions for her past relationship. Seeing her breakdown 
talking to C.J. about Brenda was quite emotional. Did it 
bother me? ... Maybe a little... 


"| don't know," | finally answered, "But | don't think | could 
ask Ayla not to see her. If | did, she might think | don't trust 
her..." 


Jessie nodded silently. She was doing this for most of the 
conversation, trying to find some truth. | don't know if 
anything | was saying was helping her. It's not like I'm the 
most stable person in the world. 


Truth be told, | didn't know how | would react if Ayla wanted 
to see Brenda. | wouldn't want her to go, naturally, but 
would | tell her that? Now Jessie got me curious. Would that 
be a moment that | said "no" and meant it? | would like to 
think that | was secure enough to all the meeting. But was | 
really? 


That night we planned on going to the Casino. To think of all 
the times we played cards as teenagers, here we were 
walking in as adults ready to take the place by storm. Of 
course this time we wouldn't be taking our clothes off... at 
least that's not what we were planning. 


Fiona said tonight we would debut our new Fiona Five 
dresses, the tea-length ones with satin and lace. | was 
actually looking forward to wearing it. It looked so beautiful. 
| always felt like the ugly duckling of the group not having 


as glamorous an ensemble, but this time, I'd be an equal 
Fiona Five member. | couldn't wait to put on my best posh 
attitude. 


Ayla, always the fashion rebel of the group, had her dress 
styled differently, her shorter skirt hugging her thighs. She 
looked amazing as always. But as we were getting ready, 
her kinky side was coming out again. We already had a 
quickie once she got back, with latex gloves on, but once 
she again, she told me to leave them on. She also brought 
out matching pink latex panties and a bra for me to wear 
under my dress. 


"Ayla!" | argued looking at my dirty pink latex gloves, "I did 
it in California. | don't want to do it again." 


"Please!" Ayla put her black latex hands together, "Please 
baby!" 


"No!" | put my foot down, inspired partly by Jessie's 
conversation. "| want to enjoy my new dress." 


"You can still wear it," Ayla came up to me and hugged my 
sides, "Just wear the latex underneath. You've done it 
before. | have an idea for the gloves when we're at the 
blackjack table." 


"| don't-" 


Ayla shut me up with a kiss, like she always did. Well that 
did it. What could | do? She once again hypnotized me into 
doing what she wanted. The talk with Jessie came back to 
me again. If Jessie was being controlling, at least she knew 
she was. Ayla must have known how much she was pushing 
me, but she was just so thoughtless sometimes. Couldn't we 
just have a fun innocent time at the Casino without latex 


gloves or sex or any of that stuff? I'd be more than happy to 
make it up for her later. 


Well, my dress was on, over my latex bra and panties. | just 
prayed no one would lift up my skirt and be able to see 
them. Ayla pulled the leather gloves over my latex ones. | 
once again felt trapped. Yes, it was a sexy feeling putting 
them on, but come an hour later, it was going to feel hot 
and clammy. Ayla did the same thing keeping her latex 
gloves under her leather ones, though she didn't have latex 
underwear. | guess | should be thankful she wasn't going to 
make me wear a vibrator in my panties... yes she's done 
that before while carrying the remote control... it was an 
experience to say the least. 


| sort of forgot about it once | saw my dress in the mirror. | 
loved it. The beautiful purple dress matched my beautiful 
purple opera gloves and shoes. Ayla came up behind me 
and started groping my chest. Then she leaned in and 
kissed me on the lips. | was getting turned on. Maybe | was 
being too sensitive about all this. Ayla was a sexual person. 
It's just who she was. Would | rather be with someone who 
wasn't? Someone who didn't make me feel amazing?! 


"You're so sexy!" She whispered in my ear. 


| gasped at that. Even though | had just had an orgasm 
earlier, | was getting wet again. Unfortunately, my phone 
chimed. It was Olivia yelling at me through text why we 
weren't at her room yet. 


"God!" Ayla groaned, "That woman is such a buzz kill!" 


When we got to Fiona's room, we were late as Jessie and 
Shiho had already arrived. | took a moment to look at their 
dresses. Now that my senses were heightened due to being 
turned on, | was noticing things | probably shouldn't be 


looking at. Jessie's chest was popping out of her red dress, 
looking very appealing. And where the hell did Shiho get 
those legs? I've seen her with shorts before, and thought 
she had a good figure, but in that dress... wow! 


| had to shake my head to get my mind out of the gutter. 
Fiona's pink number had massive cleavage as well that | 
purposely kept my eyes from. Instead | looked at the gold 
embroidered pattern on Olivia's dress to distract me. Why 
did that pattern have to be on her chest, though? Ugh! 


"Wow." Fiona took off her sunglasses and gave me the 
sweetest smile. | so rarely saw her look at me with such 
loving eyes, "Kelsey you look so beautiful." 


Anytime Fiona talked to me like this, it was like | was falling 
for her all over again. | couldn't keep my eyes away from 
her now, as she was complimenting me. It made me feel 
loved when she came over and hugged my sides. | could 
already see Ayla looking jealous at Fiona's attention towards 
me. She wasn't the only one; Olivia was standing behind her 
giving me the stink eye. | could definitely see how irritated 
she was. 


“Thanks Fiona," | modeled my gloves and put on my most 
sophisticated posh accent, "It is quite chic." 


| felt electricity run through me when Fiona put her leather 
hands on my cheeks, which didn't help my horniness. 
Thankfully my girlfriend broke the tension. 


"So are we going?" Ayla asked in a rather sloppy tone, "I'm 
looking forward to winning a bunch of your father's money 
at the Casino!" 


"You're gonna share, right?" Jessie joined in. 


When we walked into The Casino, we were in line as always, 
and got the VIP treatment. | don't think Shiho is used it that 
sort of thing yet, which gave me a nostalgic feeling for the 
early days. | noticed that, like in High School, people 
stopped and looked at us. How could they not? We were hot! 
There were even a couple cameras going off as we went in. 
We sort of felt like Pop Rocks ourselves, posing for the 
cameras. 


Fiona still relished the attention. Olivia did too. She was 
feeding off the energy everyone gave us as well, but kept 
her egotistical demeanor like this treatment was beyond 
her. Jessica, despite her cynicism, ate it up too. In fact, 
Jessie always came off as the most appreciative of the 
reactions we got, though we knew she was faking it to a 
certain degree, as the two blondes were. Ayla didn't pay 
much attention to the cameras, but that added to her 
persona in the group: the quiet one. 


By now, | was used to this sort of attention. Whenever we 
did "The Line Up" as Fiona called it, | had always tried to 
channel Fiona's personality, relying on the personal 
teachings she gave me. | knew the point of all this was to 
Support Fiona, not upstage her. 


Unfortunately, it only now dawned on me that Shiho had 
lacked this training. | glanced at her the best way | could 
from the line-up to see how she was doing. | wouldn't say 
she looked nervous or scared, but she had this air of "What 
the hell is this?" written behind those eyes. What she must 
think of Americans, seeing us through a Fiona Five filter... 
I'm sure it's all kinds of confusing. 


"Shiho." Fiona leaned forward, looking at the Japanese girl 
as well. Apparently she noticed the same thing | had. Never 
count Fiona out on spotting the details. "Act the part, love. 


You're a member of the most distinguished group in the 
world." 


"Dis-english?" She repeated the word not knowing what it 
meant. In a way it was funny that Fiona had used a word 
that someone else didn't understand for once. 


Jessie explained what she meant in Japanese, but | don't 
think Shiho was going to be as comfortable as she could. 


When we last visited Niagara Falls, we were too young to 
really have any fun in The Casino. This time, we were adults, 
and ready to experience the full treatment. It was a high- 
class joint all right. The bright lights, the music, the 
atmosphere, it was like we were in Las Vegas. Fiona 
introduced us to the Casino manger, Alec. He straight up 
looked like a guy out of the mob, but he certainly was kind 
to Fiona, kissing her gloved hand, as well as Olivia's. He 
obviously knew how to treat the bosses' daughter. Alec had 
a couple waiters bring us drinks. Before | could choose my 
own, Fiona ordered us all Dry Martinis. | would have 
preferred wine, but maybe Fiona was worried about spilling 
that on our gloves. 


Fiona went to the Roulette table, already provided with a 
few gambling plaques. The scene really was like something 
out of a James Bond movie. Some of the men hanging 
around the Roulette table were dressed as well as him, 
though not as handsome. | can't really say much for the 
women around the table either, but then again, who could 
compare to The Fiona Five... plus one? 


| would have felt quite elegant myself, if not for the latex 
garments underneath. 


"Lucky 22," Fiona placed a plaque on 22 with as much grace 
and confidence as anyone could give, despite being 


watched by dozens of people. | Knew what was going to 
happen, but gave Fiona my undivided attention anyway. 
Well, | tried to, until Ayla started feeling up my leg while the 
roulette wheel spun. 


"22!" The dealer announced. 


People applauded for Fiona, but it couldn't have been a big 
shock that this game was rigged somehow. | don't know 
how, but Fiona smiled and watched as the dealer unloaded 
many more plaques on her original bet. 


"Well played Fiona darling," | sooke up, almost sounding 
British. | still never got the right lingo for this stuff. 


"Olivia dear," Fiona spoke up like she was Marilyn Monroe, a 
real Posh accent. She put aside some of her winnings, "Split 
this up among The Fiona Five, would you? Tell them not to 
lose it all in one place." 


Laughter came from the gathered crowd. | heard the joke 
before, but joined in as usual. 


"Oh, | don't plan on losing at all!" Ayla spoke up so rarely in 
these public settings, that Fiona and Olivia looked at her in 
Shock. It wasn't part of the routine. Fortunately a few 
chuckles came from the crowd. 


After that awkwardness, Ayla and | stayed by Fiona's side for 
a little while, placing bets. But once Fiona was bored with 
this, she took her winnings and moved to mingle with others 
in The Casino. While Jessie took Shiho to the bar, Ayla 
grabbed my hand, not hiding our relationship whatsoever to 
hit the blackjack table. 


"| thought we'd never get excused from that stupid wheel!" 


"Aylee," | tried to reason with her, "You know The Fiona Five 
has to be The Fiona Five every now and then, right?" | 
teased her. 


"Yeah, yeah," She smirked. 


Ayla took a seat at the nearest Blackjack table. Aside from 
the dealer, the two of us were the only girls there seated 
next a group of older men, only one of whom was probably 
around our age. Unfortunately he was also very drunk. 


"Well hello beautiful!" The drunk guy immediately put his 
hand on my shoulder. 


| was used to guys hitting on me by now, so | didn't mind it 
so much. Sometimes | kinda liked the attention, though this 
guy was being a bit too touchy-feely for my taste. It was just 
part of the experience. Fiona was a master at handling this 
with dignity and grace. While Olivia would just pull her 
trusty can of pepper-spray, Fiona could stave off any hunter 
with a silent soul-crushing smile. 


On the other hand, Ayla, always so possessive of guys 
hitting on me, immediately put her arm around my waste, 
and pulled me into her. She gave the man something of an 
evil-eye, but kept her smirk as to if to say, 'She's mine 
buddy. | own her!’ 


Well, the guys around us picked up on this really quickly. 
Ayla was never afraid to show people that we were a couple, 
even if she never said it outright. | guess | wasn't either. 
Why hide our relationship? If people had a problem with us, 
that was their prerogative. Fiona usually didn't want us to be 
known as a lesbian group, so she didn't like us making this 
public knowledge. With Jessica now finally having a 
girlfriend, we pretty much WERE a lesbian group. 
Unfortunately, in this situation, it only made the men stare 


at us some more. Usually, | would feel better about my 
girlfriend protecting me from some drunk predator, but this 
time | resented it more. | don't know, maybe | wanted to be 
hit on in this place? 


Am | making any sense? 


As Ayla started playing, we drew people crowding around 
our table. Ayla even ordered another drink from the waiter. 
The magic of this lavish old-fashioned Casino was really 
making us feel important. As usual, Ayla was incredible. She 
didn't win every hand, but when she did, it was big money. | 
tried my luck at a couple hands, but | wasn't having much 
luck. 


As this went on, Ayla's free hand started getting restless 
under the table. | felt her reach for my gloved hand and 
force it to rub her thy, pushing her skirt up. | had to keep a 
straight face, not wanting anyone around to know what was 
happening under the table. Suddenly this classy scene was 
turning smutty. 


Losing a hand, Ayla decided to unbutton the wrist of my 
leather gloves, exposing the latex underneath. She wasn't 
doing what | thought was going to do was she? 


Yes she was. She pulled my leather glove up. | simply wasn't 
in the mood for this right now. We were in a public place 
again, but rather than having a bathroom stall to give us 
privacy, there was a crowd of people with their eyes glued 
to us. 


"Aylee," | whispered hoping she would stop. 


| moved my hand, but it only forced my latex further out of 
the leather glove. It was exposed. | prayed no one would 
see it. | didn't want to be seen as some nympho wearing 


latex gloves underneath my glamorous leather ones. But 
then Ayla went further by slowly moving my latex hand 
inside her skirt. It's not like Ayla hadn't done this to me 
before, but | felt so dirty. She was using me again, at a time 
where | wanted to live the glamour lifestyle, not be a kinky 
girl. | tried not to make any sudden movements, but she 
moved my latex hand inside her panties. Even through the 
latex, | could feel she was wet. It's like Ayla had this one- 
track mind. What was with her? We just had sex. | couldn't 
take it anymore. 


"Ayla stop," | whispered a little too loudly. 


| think the dealer heard me, because she eyed me strangely. 
Maybe she thought we were cheating or something. 
Immediately Ayla let go of my hand. | seized the opportunity 
to shove my latex glove back into my leather one under the 
table. | shot up from the table feeling embarrassed. | still 
had to button up the wrist of my glove. | felt like people 
could see the latex underneath. 


"I'm gonna go get a drink," | said trying to move away as 
fast as possible, excusing people to let me by. Ayla grabbed 
my hand. 


"Kelsey, the waiter can get it for you," She said. 
"I'll get it," | insisted and shook off her hand. 


While | tried to get away, Ayla stood up, completely ignoring 
her chips and grabbed hold of me. We were away from 
prying eyes for the moment: 


"Hey," Ayla held onto me, "I'm sorry. I'm just getting worked 
up that's all. You're so hot..." 


Oh no! Her cutesy act wasn't going to work on me this time. 
We were in public for crying out loud! | was trying to have a 
good time at the Casino and she was ruining it for me. | 
wanted to run into the bathroom and take all my latex off. 


"You're always getting worked up!" | snapped at her as 
quietly as possible, "You're making me feel bad." 


"What do you mean?" Ayla now seemed frustrated, "We're 
just having fun." 


"It's not fun for me Ayla," | explained, "I don't want to... | 
don't want to do this right now. | just... just want to be a... 
be a Bond Girl in a Casino." 


"But," Ayla groped me slightly, "You Know what happens to 
Bond Girls, right?" Then she spoke in a low British accent, 
"My name's Zhen... Ayla Zhen!" 


| could feel her hand reaching for my skirt. Didn't she 
understand me? Why couldn't she get it through her head 
that | didn't want to do anything perverted right now. 


"I'm getting a drink!" | pushed her hand away and moved 
on. 


"Kelsey!" | heard her yell. 


She needed to think about what she did wrong for a while. | 
went to the bar: 


"Red wine please," | ordered putting my gloved hands on 
the bar. 


While the bartender was about to pour me a glass, | found 
the same drunk guy now at the bar next to me with a group 
of friends. 


"Hey, it's you again!" He said slurring his words, "| ordered 
the same thing!" He picked up his glass. 


"Brad," One of his friends said, "Don't bother. She's a 
lesbian!" 


"She just hasn't met the right guy yet!" 


Gee, I've never heard that one before... | should have said 
that, but | just stood there silently. | was expecting Ayla to 
come up and save me at any moment, but she didn't. Some 
girlfriend | had... 


"All right where's this uh... you Know," One of his friends 
Said. 


"Oh yeah!" The drunk guy said pulling something out of his 
Suit pocket. 


| looked over towards them and wondered what was going 
on. | guess they were mixing the wine with some drug or 
something. | didn't know, | didn't want to know. While they 
were having fun mixing their drink, a friendly face came out. 


"Hello Kelsey," Fiona was all by herself, "What are you doing 
alone at the bar?" 


"Oh," | smiled upon seeing her, feeling a bit relieved "Just 
getting a drink." 


"That's what waiters are for my dear," She explained with a 
charming smile. 


There was something about Fiona’s voice that just made me 
melt, especially right now at this moment. See, she'd never 
embarrass me in front of a whole table like Ayla did! 


"She's hanging out with us!" The drunk guy spoke up. Most 
of them turned around to greet Fiona Winston. | think the 
bartender dropped off my glass between their ramblings. 


She just looked at them. | guess they were dressed well 
enough to where she bothered asking a question: "And who 
do | have the pleasure of speaking with?" 


"Uh..." The guy spoke up, "I'm Brad, and-" 


"Charming." Fiona interrupted him, realizing he was nothing 
special. Turning her head, she grabbed my arm, facing me. 
"What do you say we return to the floor and win some more 
money?" 


"Oh!" | grabbed my wine off the table, "Ayla's playing 
Blackjack." 


"Be careful now," Fiona helped me hold the glass correctly, 
"You don't want to spill red wine on your gloves. That's why 
I'm against my sisters drinking it." 


"Sorry," | felt bad. 


"It's okay," She put her arm in mine escorting me back to 
the Blackjack table. 


"Where's Olivia at?" | asked. 


"At the Craps Table," She informed me pleasantly, "I saw 
you standing here by yourself. That's just not right." 


My savior. While | felt kind of bad for Olivia being left by 
herself, it meant so much to me that Fiona came over to 
accompany me. It's times like these | often wondered if we 
could have worked things out as a couple. Wait... what am | 
thinking? | love Ayla. She's the girl of my dreams... Oh 


Kelsey, what is wrong with you? Thinking about it, | drank 
my wine. | almost dunked the entire glass down like water. 


"Kelsey!" Fiona stopped me, not finding me knocking back a 
glass like that charming at all. "Control yourself. You're 
among civilized people... even if they are Canadians." 


"Sorry!" | apologized again. 


Sure enough, we made it back to where Ayla was. She got 
up and came over to Fiona and l. 


"| found your girlfriend," Fiona said with a condescending 
tone, "alone at the bar." 


"Kelsey I'm sorry," Ayla paid Fiona no mind and pulled me 
away from Fiona, "I didn't mean to make you feel bad." 


There she went apologizing again. Yeah she was sorry now, 
but once we got to the next vacation spot, she was just 
going to do all this again. Maybe she'd make me wear even 
more kinky things under my dress. 


“Might | join you?" Fiona said as we walked back to the 
table. 


Ayla rolled her eyes, "It's your Casino. You can do what you 
want." Sometimes | felt like Ayla was a little too hard on 
Fiona. It had been five years. Couldn't she let the whole 
cheating thing go? 


| don't know why, but | was suddenly feeling really dirty. | 
was sitting between my current girlfriend and my ex- 
girlfriend at a Blackjack table wearing latex gloves and latex 
underwear underneath my dress and leather gloves. 


Whoa... 


Why do | suddenly feel so woozy all of a sudden... 
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KELSEY 


Tee-hee... 
It's kinda funny really... 


On my left side is my... my serious girlfriend, the one I've 
been dating for... how long has it been now? ... And on my 
right is Fiona, the girl | always, like, wanted... to be with. | 
was with her for a little bit. 


Hehe, they hate each other so much! Can't they just let it 
go? ... Oh... sorry | didn't mean to rip off Frozen, | hope | 
don't get sued by Disney. | think we're already in trouble for 
having attacked Princess Aurora at Disneyland... which was 
still really funny... HAHA! 


Where was I? Oh yeah, Ayla. Yeah it's so weird. Before | 
knew Ayla, | figured she was this quiet book-worm, even if 
she was part of Fiona's crew. Then she turns out to be this 
jokester... and lesbian. | didn't know she was such a 
nymphomaniac when | went out with her. Would | have even 
gone out with her back then if | knew this? Wearing this 
latex... she's making me prove her love to her. Why Ayla?! 
Why can't we just be a happy couple? Don't you know how 
much | love you... I- It makes me wanna cry really... 


God, first I'm laughing, now I'm crying, what the hell's wrong 
with me? My thoughts are like... going everywhere. 


Should | have stayed with Fiona? | mean, Fiona's not some 
sex-crazed pervert... at least not that | know of. Did she ever 
try to make me do weird things while we were going out? ... 
Hmmm, | should ask Olivia. Wait, no, I'm not asking Olivia, 
she'll never tell me anyway. But Fiona's so hot. She's so 
beautiful... 


Oh for fuck's sake Kelsey, do you not remember how one 
sided that relationship was? She wouldn't even take you to 
Prom! Poor Olivia always looks so unloved. | feel bad for her 
actually. Ayla's loyal. Yeah yeah, say what you will about her 
being a weirdo fetish-crazed sex fiend, but she will love me 
till the day | die... At least | hope that's how she feels... | 
dunno... maybe Olivia's right... maybe | am just... like uh... 
like some toy to her. It's like how Shiho is Ayla's new toy... 
I'm the old Teddy Bear she won't give up. 


.. 1... really can't remember if | preferred being intimate 
with Fiona or Ayla. Looking back at it, | feel like | enjoyed my 
time with Fiona but... I've probably got a selective 
memory... still, maybe | should have stayed with her... 


Ugh, why didn't | sleep with Jessica when | had the chance? 
Wow, sex with her must be... it must just be amazing. She 
seems like she'd make a great lover. Shiho doesn't know 
how lucky she has it. Ayla was having sex with that roomate 
of her's, | could have had sex with Jessie... but no, | can't. | 
cheated on Ayla once and she'll never let me forget that. 


... Now | wish Shiho wasn't in the picture. | want a real 
threesome with Jessie. Like for real... actually maybe Shiho 
can join too... she's so cute. No. She's not like us, nota 
perverted freak. She wouldn't. A lesbian foursome with 


Shiho?! She's afraid to kiss people let alone have sex with 
them! 


You know, why am | a lesbian for that matter? Me of all 
people?! I'm like the most normal un-lesbian like person 
ever. Why did God or... whatever.... why was | borna 
lesbian? Screw the whole 'be proud of who are' BS, I'm 
never going to get to live a normal life. Supreme Court 
decision or not, I'm always going to be seen as a lesbian 
first and foremost. I'm always going to be discriminated 
against. Really got to give Jessie some credit for wanting to 
change the world... which she's not going to. Who the hell 
changes the world?! 


| tried, | really tried to go out with guys, but they... they just 
don't do it for me. It's kinda funny, | used to think all guys 
wanted was sex, and now my girlfriend is probably the most 
horny person | know. Haha! Ayla, you're such a guy! ... | 
wonder what she would look like as a guy?... What the hell 
am | talking about?! 


But still, what are Ayla and | going to do when we get 
married and want to have children? She can't impregnate 
me and vise versa. What are we gonna- 


"Kelsey?!" 


OH! Shit, that's right I'm in the middle of a card game. What 
is wrong with me? Why am | so scatter-brained? 


After having gone through some existential inner-monolog, | 
looked at the dealer and the crowd forming around me. Why 
were they all staring at me? In fact, why was it so hot? Why 
were the lights so bright? Why did it sound like | was ata 
Police shoot-out in this Casino. 


Oh... card game, right. | felt like, for a brief moment, | felt 
myself slip back into reality. 


"Hit me!" | said. 
"You have 20, Kelsey," Ayla said. 


Looking down at my cards, | did in fact have a Queen anda 
King, a suicide King for that matter. 


"Oh, hahaha!" | laughed at myself, almost snorting. That 
was pretty funny. Fortunately the dealer didn't hit another 
card on me, "I'll stay." 


The dealer had 19 which meant | won! Yay! Why didn't | bet 
more? 


"Kelsey," Ayla put her hand on my shoulder, "Are you okay?" 


| could see she was actually worried about me. God, she 
was So beautiful. | didn't want her to worry. | felt myself take 
a breath and all seemed right with the world again. 


"Yeah," | said to her, "I'm okay." 


“How much did you drink?" Olivia asked sharply. Why did 
She look so...worried? Wait, when Olivia did get here? 


"This is my second drink," | told her holding up my wine 
glass. 


Where was Jessie, | thought? Maybe she was making out 
with Shiho somewhere, gone to get a cigarette. So our card- 
game continued and things seemed to chill out. 


... But not for long... 


Suddenly | felt woozy again. | shook my head trying to shake 
it off like some kind of bug stuck in my hair. Maybe someone 
in back of me threw something in there. 


... God look at Ayla... she's so hot... OH MY GOD! Look at 
that body of her's. How stupid are you Kelsey?! You've the 
hottest Asian girlfriend in the world and you're worried that 
the two of you are having too much sex? Are you high?! 


... Wait... am | high?! 


Those guys at the bar mixing their drink... HOLY SHIT | AM 
HIGH! | picked up the wrong drink! Those bastards spiked 
my wine glass! 


"AHHHH!" | screamed. 


Everyone suddenly stared at me. Fiona even let out a little 
yelp. Ayla grabbed hold of my arm. | had to salvage the 
situation: 


"Oh uh..." | looked down at my cards, "What a lousy hand! 
He he he!" 


| looked at Fiona who gave Ayla a look as if to say ‘let's go.' 
Ayla actually agreed and held me by the arm. | grabbed my 
drink and my betting chips. 


"You said you only have two drinks, right?" Ayla tried to take 
my glass. 


"I'm fine Ayla!" | held onto it stubbornly. 
“Let me see!" Ayla aggressively tried to take my drink away. 


"NO!" | yelled. 


"We're causing a scene," Olivia muttered, looking around at 
the onlookers. 


Suddenly, red wine spilled all over my glove. OH NO! 
"Ohhhh!" | cried, "My poor glove. It's bleeding!" 

"Gloves don't bleed..." Fiona muttered, but Ayla cut her off. 
"Come on, let's go get you cleaned up." 


"It's all dirty now!" | yelled, not really in control of myself. It 
looked so ugly this glove. | could be seen wearing it in this 

glamorous place. What would Fiona think? What would her 

father think? What would James Bond think? 


| yanked my leather glove off with force. Fiona looked white 
in the face as | did this. 


That's better... Wait... NO! NO IT'S NOT BETTER! The fucking 
latex glove is on my arm! Everyone can see it! 


"What the hell?" Fiona said at a considerable volume... at 
least it sounded like a considerable volume at the time. The 
launch of the Space Shuttle was more quiet. 


Oh no! | let her down. | let everyone down. | was a dirty 
pervy girl! | couldn't be here anymore. 


"Let's go to the bathroom Kelsey baby," Ayla said to me. 


"NO!" | said out loud, "You just want to fuck me. | came here 
to play cards." 


"Shhhh!" Olivia tried to silence us and even covered up my 
latex arm. 


Fiona was starting to look freaked out, "Kelsey, you're 
scaring me. What's wrong with you? This is my father's 
Casino!" 


That's right! It was her father's casino. And look at me! | was 
so ugly, so dirty, so... ugh! 


"Oh my God!" | yelled, "There's wine on my other glove, all 
over my dress." 


| started yanking off the other glove and Ayla was trying to 
stop me. "Kelsey," She cried, "You're drunk! Just calm down 
and I'll take you back to the hotel, baby!" 


"NO!" | yelled. 


| had to get away from these people. They were controlling 
me, just like Jessie said. They were always controlling me. 
Kelsey, wear your gloves. Kelsey style your hair. Kelsey don't 
act like some poor unworthy person. You have to be a 
member of The Fiona Five. And here | was... God, I'm so 
dirty! | was touching Ayla earlier with my latex gloves. 


Somehow | got away from them, running out of the Casino. | 
even managed to pull my dress off. It's filthy and gross. No | 
am. Get this thing off of me! | hope | don't rip it. Okay, the 
dress is off now, it had so many wine stains on it. The gloves 
are off too. And I'm outside of the Casino... OH MY GOD! | 
have the latex underwear! People can see me! I'm wearing 
this perverted kinky latex underwear Ayla made me wear. | 
feel so dirty! 


| need to take it off! | need it off NOW! 


"Kelsey!" | turned to see Shiho outside, which meant Jessie 
wasn't far. 


"AHHH!" | screamed, frightened that she had seen me in 
Ayla's underwear. She looked worried... or was she 
disgusted? Shiho! WHY! Why did you have to see me like 
this?! Shiho don't hate me! 


When | was running, | pulled my latex bra off, which took 
some doing. I'm pleased with myself that | could get it off. 
Now the panties. Get em off. You can't walk around wearing 
latex panties. | had to kick my shoes off to do that. 
Fortunately the latex was off. Now the gloves. They gotta 


go. 


.... Shit... | can't take them off... they're so tight. | need Ayla 
to do it for me. | can't go back and ask her to take them off 
for me. And | used them to touch her. | even felt like 
touching Fiona. God, | wanted to cheat! I'm such a terrible 
person! | feel so filthy. 


| need to purify myself. 


That's when | realized | had ran all the way to the Falls. It 

was night-time and yet | could see them illuminated. They 
were SO amazing. The roar actually sounded like music to 

me. So clean, so... juSt SO pure. 


| can clean myself off in the falls. | can purify myself in the 
waters of Niagara! | wish | could get my gloves off, but at 
least | can get the rest of my body cleaned off. 


| went to the guard-rail and started climbing over it. | could 
get a better view. The color of the water... it was just so 
sublime. It almost looked purple and pink, like our 
honeymoon suites! How cute. The white water at the 
bottom almost looked like a soft mattress to land in. It was a 
long way down... but | could survive. Just ride the falls down 
like you're surfing. It'll be fun. Once you get to the bottom, 


the waters will clean any impurities you have. You'll be 
baptized. 


"KELSEY!" | heard a scream. 
By now | was standing on the rail, almost losing my balance. 


"NO! NO! NO!" | heard Fiona scream. She looked like she 
was going to jump in after me. Olivia rushed over to her to 
calm her down. 


Three of my girls were here, a semi-circle around me, hands 
up. They were acting crazy. Maybe they were trying to stop 
me from purifying myself. Of course they would! 


Ayla was slowly walking towards me, "Kelsey, come down 
from there!" 


"NO!" | yelled, "I need to purify myself." 


"Kelsey please!" Ayla looked like she was shaking coming 
closer and closer, "Please come down. Please come down 
baby." 


The sound of her voice... it was so innocent. She must have 
loved me... Or was she just trying to get me back so she 
could fuck me again? | looked down at my body... I'm not 
wearing any clothes and yet | feel so... so disgusting. | 
looked back down at the falls. They were so soft looking. It 
was time to dive. 


"I'm gonna do it!" 


| was gonna try to do a cool olympic dive, but | sort of lost 
my balance. And my feet kind of started slipping. | could 
feel my line of sight begin to slowly lower, getting closer to 
the ground. | could also see Fiona screaming and a panicked 


Ayla reaching her hands out as fast as she could towards 
me. 


But | didn't fall in. Ayla's hand caught my arm. It actually 
hurt. Why couldn't she just let me go? 


That's when | realized what was happening. It's like my mind 
woke up. | was dangling over the railing about to fall into 
Niagara Falls! Looking down, they suddenly didn't look like 
soft pillows. The bottom looked like a whitened out black 
whole with jagged spikes! 


Oh my God... | was gonna die! 
"OH MY GOD!" | yelled at the top of my lungs, "AYLA HELP!" 


| looked up and could see my panicked girlfriend holding 
onto me. Her mouth was wide open and she was struggling 
to hold up my arm. | could even feel the material of my 
latex slipping. That damned latex glove was going to kill 
me! 


"Kelsey!" She yelled, grunting from the strain of holding me 
up. 


"AYLA!" My voice was out of control, "DON'T LET ME GO!" 


| was struggling to give her my other arm. | couldn't get a 
hold of her. | heard someone screaming in the back. It had 
to be Fiona. My hand was slipping... | was going to fall. 


That's when | saw another blonde reach over and grab my 
other arm. It was Olivia. With Ayla and Olivia both holding 
onto both of my arms, they pulled me up and over the 
railing. | could see Fiona in the distance, holding her fists 
over her mouth, looking white as a ghost. 


| fell over on top of Olivia. | was so shaken, so out of breath. 
| felt like | had blacked out. 


SMACK! 


| felt a hard smack into my face from none other than my 
girlfriend. 


"WHAT'S WRONG WITH YOU?!" She yelled. 


Ayla hit me again! Suddenly | curled into a ball crying. | felt 
so terrified that Ayla was now going to kill me. Olivia didn't 
even stop it, she was lying on the ground like she was out of 
breath too. 


"Ayla!" A different voice got in the middle of us. It was 
Jessie. Where did she come from? "Ayla stop!" 


"Why would you do that?!" Ayla seemed hysterical. 


Olivia and Shiho grabbed hold of her while Jessie looked at 
me. | didn't want to get up, | felt like everyone hated me. 


"Kelsey," Jessie said calmly, "Kels, sit up." 


| sat up now realizing that my boobs and pussy were 
exposed for everyone to see. | covered up. It looked like 
Shiho had grabbed my dress. Jessie immediately pulled a 
cardigan out of her purse and tried to put it on me. 


"NO!" | yelled, fighting her off with a flurry of wildly swung 
arms. "I'm dirty." 


"It's okay," Jessie said calmly, "I'll wash it." 


With that logic, | hesitated putting on the cardigan to cover 
myself off. I'm glad, because | was starting to feel cold. | sat 


up and Jessie turned her phone light on, which seemed way 
too bright for me to stand. 


"Look at me," She ordered in a soft voice. When | winced 
and turned my head from her phone, she lightly pulled my 
chin to face her. "Look at me, Kels." 


Jessie stared into my face closely, like she was a cop. She 
was looking at my eyes, waving her finger in my face. What 
the hell was she doing? | thought she was my friend, but all 
this time she was a cop! 


"Okay breathe," She said. | took a breath and started to feel 
more calm. "Now | want you to think carefully. What did you 
take?" 


Somehow | explained to her that the wine | took might have 
been the glass the boys were screwing around with. Jessie 
seemed to understand everything suddenly. 


"Okay, we're gonna go back to the hotel, okay?" 


"No," | still stuck to my guns, "I'm supposed to purify 
myself." 


"Well," She helped me up, "There's jacuzzis in the room. You 
can purify yourself there." 


Jacuzzis... why didn't | think of that?! Ayla immediately came 
up to my other side and held me. Like Fiona, she was crying 
really heavily. | felt terrible for making them feel so bad. 


"| want to go home," Fiona seemed hysterical, "| want to go 
home." 


Olivia went over to her and tried to hug her. 


"Olivia," Jessie said, "Can you go with Kelsey and Ayla to 
their room. | need to get some stuff." 


"| go with her," Shiho offered. 


"I'm gonna take Fiona back to our room," Olivia said, 
clutching on to her. Even | could tell the girl was shaking. | 
did that to her. "I'll be there in a minute." 


The walk back felt like it took FOREVER! Why was the hotel 
so far away from the Falls? | thought it was closer! Fiona's 
dad was full of shit. Winston on the Falls? More like 'Winston 
ten miles away from the falls!’ The only thing was that Ayla 
was holding onto me. She refused to let me go and didn't 
even say a word. 


It was embarrassing walking through the hotel lobby with 
just a cardigan and latex gloves. | felt like everyone was 
staring at me. | prayed no pictures would come up with a 
hashtag "#KelseyGreenburnNaked". When we were in the 
elevator | sort of freaked out. | thought it was going to break 
and we'd fall to our deaths. Fortunately Shiho took the sides 
of my face and made me focus on her. Those eyes... Why 
did they look so beautiful. When the elevator dinged and the 
doors opened to the right floor, | realized Shiho had 
distracted me. We hadn't fallen. We we okay. 


Then we were back to the hotel. It looked so different. So 
bright. The colors just flashed off the walls. Ayla put me in 
the bed and took off Jessie's cardigan. She was lying next to 
me, still refusing to leave my side. 


"Ayla," | begged her, "Take these things off." | held up my 
latex gloves. 


"Sure," Ayla didn't hesitate to rip the latex off of my arms. It 
felt so good to be rid of them. | wanted my hands to be free. 


Shiho seemed to be staring at me naked for a while. | don't 
know what she thought of all this, but | kind of liked Shiho 
seeing me naked. | realized she had also seen me ungloved 
for the first time. That was probably just as shocking as 
seeing my naked form. Feeling like she had to do something 
she walked over to the closet and pulled out a bathrobe: 


"Kelsey," She held it up, "You cold? You want this?" 


"Yeah," Ayla answered for me, "Thanks Shiho." She still 
wouldn't leave my side. 


"Shiho," | spoke up feeling like the substance was taking 
hold of me again, "You better get my satin gloves or Ayla will 
freak out." | laughed. 


"No laughing," Shiho's voice went slightly dark. That made 
me jump slightly. It was almost like she yelled at me. Why 
was she mad? Did | scare her too? 


"Shiho it's okay," Ayla's voice was still soft, "Just get the 
satin gloves in her suitcase." 


So Ayla and Shiho put white satin gloves on me (short ones) 
and put me in the bathrobe. 


"Oh wait," | realized, "I'm still dirty. | need to take a shower!" 


"You rest!" Shiho scolded me, like a big sister might have. 
"Shower later!" 


| really didn't feel comfortable. It was like | had no control 
over my body or anything | was saying. My mind knew it 
was stoned but was powerless. Fortunately my possessed 
body seemed to be able to say what | wanted it to say from 
time to time: 


"I-I'm sorry Aylee," | stuttered. 


"It's okay baby," Ayla gave me a sweet kiss on the lips. | felt 
like | could melt... literally! 


"Ayla!" Shiho scolded us. | had not really heard her so 
agitated like this before, except maybe when talking to 
Jessie, "Stop... stop..." She was trying to find the right 
English word to say, "Stop being... nice. Kelsey almost died. 
And you almost died too." 


The sound of Shiho's yelling was like gunshots ringing in my 
ear. It made my heart beat faster. | felt like | was going to 
have a heart-attack. | scared her. | made Fiona cry. Ayla... 
she nearly fell over the edge trying to save me. Even 
Olivia... oh God... 


"Shiho!" Ayla yelled at her, startling me just as much as 
Shiho had, "Let it go for tonight. Okay?!" 


"No," | started tearing up, "She's right. You have gotten 
killed saving me Aylee..." | started crying even heavier this 
time, "I'm sorry! I'm such a horrible girlfriend!" 


"Shhhh," Ayla tried to calm me down, "It's okay baby. Just 
calm down." 


Shiho sighed took a concerned expression and paced the 
room. She was muttering in japanese to herself. Whatever it 
was, | have no clue. | was just glad she didn't seem mad at 
me anymore. 


At some point, there was a knock at the door. | yelped in 
fear, thinking it was the cops. Oh no! They're gonna find out 
| took drugs and they're gonna lock me in jail! | don't want 
to go to jail! I'm scared! Fortunately Ayla's gentle hand 
massaging my head kept me from saying anything 


incriminating. Shiho went over to the door and opened it. 
Walking in, carrying a couple of shopping bags, was Jessie. 


"Okay," Jessie pulled out a bottle of Gatorade from one of 
them and opened it. She handed it to me, "Kelsey, | want to 
drink this all down. Can you do that?!" 


For some reason, now | was REALLY thirsty. So | grabbed the 
bottle like my life depended on it and dunked nearly the 
whole thing down. 


"Easy!" Ayla told me trying to slow me down. But now | felt 
that if | didn't drink this entire bottle right away, | would die. 


"So Kelsey," Jessie sooke to me in the kindest tone, "I got 
some Ice Cream, | got some fruit. We're gonna have a little 
slumber party tonight. We'll order a movie. Anything you 
want to watch Kelsey?" 


"Alice in Wonderland?!" | answered? 


"Uh..." Jessie thought about it, "That might be too intense 
for you right now." 


"Jessie," Shiho had returned to being that bossy big sister, 
"She needs sleep." 


Jessie said something to her in Japanese. | couldn't follow it. 
| think she told her that there was no way | was going to be 
able to sleep while high. She was right. My mind was 
buzzing so heavily and my body was burning in 
temperature. 


"Maybe in a bit we'll all hit the jacuzzi," Jessie said 
remembering that | still needed to purify myself, "But right 
now let's get some food in you and chill out." 


"Can we chill with the penguins again?" | laughed at my own 
joke. When no one laughed, and Shiho ran her gloved 
fingers through her hair with worry, | shook my head. 
They're all doing their best to help me. Seeing that cleared 
my head a bit. "Jessie, how do you know so much about 
what to do when high?" 


"| dated a musician," Jessie answered, "Remember?" 


Everyone changed into either a bathrobe or their pajamas, 
now all of us wearing satin gloves instead of leather ones. 
When we got a movie going, Jessie got on the other side of 
the bed and cuddled up beside me. It felt like the three of us 
were together again for a snug-fest. It really felt good. But 
my stupid mouth spoke up: 


"| missed the three of us sleeping together. How come we 
never had a real three-some together?" 


| think Jessie was moaning from this conversation but 
couldn't shut me up, "Hey Kelsey, doesn't Shiho look cute?" 


| forgot all about Shiho, sitting on an armchair near Jessie's 
side of the bed. She didn't look too pleased to hear that. Oh 
My God, | forgot all about her. How could | say such things?! 


"Oh no!" | freaked out, "I'm sorry Shiho! We've never done 
anything though. We've just lied in bed and made-out. 
Nothing big. Although... Ayla got to-" 


"Kelsey," Ayla said, "You're interrupting the movie!" 


Oh! How rude of me. But wait... this was all Ayla's fault to 
begin with. | had to let her know: 


"Aylee," | sighed, "Why do we always have to do what you 
want? Why can't it ever be what | want." 


"Kelsey," She implored, "We can talk about this tomorrow. 
Don't you wanna see what happens to Alice here?" 


"| mean you made me wear all that latex, you make me 
wear all these outfits. I'm like your sex-slave." 


"Uh..." Jessie felt uncomfortable, but she knew a lot of this 
already. | also found Shiho eyeing Ayla carefully. 


"I'm a good girlfriend Ayla!" | continued, "| make you cum 
like no one else can, and all | ask in return is that you love 
me and hold me at night." 


"| do love you Kelsey," She kissed me, "I love you with all 
my heart. You know that." 


“But you don't act like it sometimes," | told her, "It's like you 
still resent what | did with Fiona. Like | have to make it up to 
you and you take me for all I'm worth. You just push me too 
much." 


Ayla started crying, "I'm sorry Kelsey, but..." She looked to 
Jessie, "Jessie what do | do?" 


"Why are you asking Jessie?" | felt offended. It was like | 
wasn't even here! "I know I'm stoned right now. But I'm 
serious. You need to- you just need to hold me sometimes. 
Show me that you love me." 


"For God's sake Kelsey!" She screamed, "| almost went over 
the Falls for you! What more proof do you need?!" 


Suddenly | stopped. That's right, Ayla almost killed herself 
for me. Shiho even said that. Why was | scolding her like 
this? If Olivia hadn't reached over when she did, we both 
would have went over the edge. 


"Aylee!" | whined feeling guilt now. 
"I'm sorry, baby." Ayla held onto me. 


Shiho looked to Jessie unsure of what to do or Say. In a way | 
felt sorry for her. | doubt she had to deal with such drama in 
her usual life. God, what she must think of me. 


Suddenly, another knock came on the door. Welp, here were 
the cops coming to take me away... | started to squirm 
again, but when Shiho answered the door it was just Olivia. 
She looked like she had just been through hell. 


"Took you long enough," Jessie said. 


"Shut up Jessica," She spoke in a voice that indicated she 
was not in the mood for banter. She made a B-line for the 
bed and looked me over. "How is she?" 


"She's... she's okay," Ayla said clenching me tighter, "How's 
Fiona?" 


"She was very upset. But she just went to bed." 


How horrible! Poor Fiona. How could | put her through this? | 
hope she wouldn't do anything drastic. | had heard rumors 
that she tried to harm herself in the past. Suddenly | 
pictured her doing this. It haunted my mind for several 
minutes. After the usual banter of asking whether | was 
going to live or not, Olivia spoke up, even made us pause 
the movie. 


"We should take a later flight tomorrow. Agreed?" Olivia 
looked to Jessie. 


"Yeah," She nodded her head. "We can't go to the airport 
with Kelsey coming off an acid trip." 


| don't know if it was an acid trip, but whatever it was, | 
didn't like it. Looking at Olivia, | could see how hurt she was. 
| needed to get up. My robe slipped down over my shoulders 
as | did so, but | pulled them up as | slipped off the bed. 


"Olivia!" 


Ayla scrambled after me, a little freaked out seeing me get 
up so suddenly, but Jessie calmed her down. | walked right 
up to a cross-armed Olivia and hugged her. 


"You saved me!" 


When Olivia sighed and hugged me back, | just wanted to 
cry. She didn't snap at me, which meant she really had been 
worried. Olivia could be so difficult sometimes, but | knew 
she loved me. She loved all of us. She took care of her 
girlfriend and she would risk her own life to save me or Ayla. 


“Don't ever do this again you idiot!" Olivia whispered. 


| kissed her. | don't why, my mind was functioning. But | just 
kissed her on the lips and even put my tongue in her mouth. 
And you know what? Olivia didn't push me back. Instead, 
She put her arms around me and made-out with me. Was | 
hallucinating this? It was possible. I'm almost certain when | 
turned around and saw Ayla and Jessie kissing that was a 
hallucination, especially when Shiho ripped off her panties 
and starting touching herself on the arm-chair. 


And suddenly, an orgy just took place. We all took turns 
having sex with each other. | got to have Olivia lick me. 
Then | did the same to Shiho. | watched Jessie and Ayla 
perform 69. The bed was just a big mess by the end of the 
night, as were all our gloves. 


"Kelsey..." | heard. "Kelsey wake up!" 
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The sun was coming up by the time Kelsey finally fell 
asleep. | was exhausted! | think we all were. But | couldn't 
Sleep. | just stayed in bed next to Kelsey and held onto her, 
praying she wouldn't run away from me. Jessie did the 
same, but she actually got some shut-eye. Shiho and Olivia 
had already fallen asleep together on the armchair. | would 
have found it cute if | wasn't so worried about my girlfriend. 
What was wrong with her? 


| took mushrooms in college, many of my friends did. | went 
to college in California after all. It was an experience to say 
the least, but | did it under my own will and had trusted 
friends around to hang out with. We listened to music, we 
played video games (which | don't recommend doing while 
high) and just talked. In retrospect, it wasn't the life- 
changing trip | thought it was going to be, but I'm not 
ashamed | did it. In Kelsey's case, this was probably much 
scarier. | still don't know exactly what she took, if it was 
mushrooms, LSD, but she went into the trip after we had an 
argument. There was no way she was in the right mindset. 
She didn't know what was happening to her. She was ina 
public place with bells and whistles going off, and she was 
outside of one of the biggest waterfalls in the world. That is 
a terrible combination of scenarios to be tripping through. 


When Kelsey was dangling over the railing about to plunge 
into Niagara Falls, | had never been more scared in my 
entire life. My heart was pounding, | could barely breathe, 
but | had to hold onto her. When her hands started to slip 
because of the latex gloves, my chest felt like it had been 
severely stabbed with a knife. 


Olivia... | owe her everything. 


She woke up first around the time the sun was coming into 
the room. | saw she was trying to head back to Fiona's room 
as quietly as possible. Still feeling like | needed to thank her 
properly, | so very softly slid out of bed and went over to 
her. 


"Olivia," | whispered. 


"Shhhh!" Olivia snapped at me whispering, "Go back to 
Sleep. We have to leave for England later. It took me forever 
to book another flight for us." 


| just hugged her. She raised her arms like | was crazy. | 
can't remember the last time | hugged her like this, but | 
was nearly in tears. 


“Thank you!" 


Olivia hugged me back and held me for about a minute. | 
could feel her rocking me back and forth. | wonder what she 
was thinking at this moment. She seemed pretty irritated at 
both Kelsey and myself, but chose not voice her opinion, at 
least not too much. 


When | lied down again, | might have gotten some 
intermittent sleep, but all | could think about was what 
Kelsey had said about me: "Show me that you love me." It 
didn't matter that she was stoned, she meant what she said. 


| said some revealing things to my friends while | was 
stoned that | wish | hadn't said, but there were true. | 
actually wished | hadn't lashed out at her saying "I almost 
went over the falls for you." | should have been more 
understanding. Still, this was a conversation that we were 
going to have to talk about later. 


Maybe | was a terrible girlfriend. Maybe | drove her to this. 
My heart felt like it was punching against my chest. 


When noon came, | had to wake her up and get ready for 
the flight, or we were never going to make it. Jessie and 
Shiho had already gotten up and moved their bags into our 
room to keep me company. 


"Kelsey," | whispered in her ear. She looked dead to the 
world, "Kelsey wake up!" 


"Mmmm," Kelsey couldn't even open her eyes. 


Getting her up took some doing, | managed to pull her out 
of bed while Jessie called for room-service to give her a 
decent meal. We got her to take a shower. Jessie helped me. 
Because Kelsey was still in what Jessie called her ‘afterglow,’ 
which | guess was an LSD hangover, Jessie didn't want to 
leave me alone with her in the shower. So she and Shiho 
stayed in the bathroom and got ready while | washed her 
off. 


It was at this point | realized that Shiho was about to see me 
take my gloves off. | had a huge problem with that. | didn't 
like showing people my naked hands. It was way too 
revealing for me. | wasn't even comfortable showing Jessie 
my naked hands very often. Kelsey was an exception. While 
| liked Shiho, | barely knew her. Yeah, | know it makes no 
sense. Showing Shiho my breasts and my vajayjay didn't 
bother me, but my hands, that's where | got nervous. 


Fortunately, Shiho lived at an Onsen bathhouse in Japan, so 
knew the proper etiquette for public bathing and looked 
away. 


"You're finally going to get to purify yourself,” | told Kelsey 
playfully, trying to lighten the mood. 


"Ugh," Kelsey finally spoke, "I can't believe what | did last 
night." 


"Let's not talk about it," | said, "Let's just get ready. Jessie 
Says you need a full day to rest, so you can sleep on the 
plane." 


"| can't believe we..." Kelsey hesitated, "We had an orgy?" 


That threw me off for a minute, but then | remembered she 
was probably hallucinating. | just laughed it off without 
asking her about it, even if | was curious. Sounds like she 
had a good trip. 


We all helped Kelsey get dressed, even if she insisted she 
could do it herself. The effects of the drug had worn off, but 
there was still a lingering unease in her eye. | just hoped no 
one in the TSA would notice. Jessie said it would be fine. 


Soon after Olivia returned, dressed to impress as always. 
Like her posh outfit, her usual attitude was back as well. The 
difference was that she spoke with a very low tone, one | 
rarely heard from her, "So... what's going on?" 


Kelsey assured her that she was okay. Once that was out of 
the way, Olivia sat us all down, obviously having something 
important to say. This wasn't normal Olivia lecturing us 
about how to behave or what we were going to do, she 
seemed legitimately concerned about something: 


"Listen girls," She said leaning against the wall, "I just want 
you all to understand something. Fiona has been through a 
lot in the past four years. This vacation means the world to 
her, being with her friends, enjoying herself and... well last 
night was just not what she needed. Especially after the 
harassment she took from Kerrigan the night before." 


| rolled my eyes, but | didn't speak up. Leave it to Fiona to 
make Kelsey's misadventure all about her. However | 
wanted to just let Olivia say her piece. Who was | to lecture 
her after what she did to save Kelsey the other night? 


"So, be gentle with her today, for the rest of this trip. She's 
fragile. She's the Princess after all. We're all here to have a 
fun vacation... just, no more drama." 


"I'm sorry Olivia," Kelsey spoke up, "Should | apologize to 
her." 


Olivia shook her head, "I'd steer clear of her for a little 
while. Give her space. But uh-" She looked to Jessie, 
"Jessica, | think she needs you right now. Just cheer her up a 
little. Talk to her about whatever plans you have for us in 
Japan." 


"Right now?" Jessie raised an eyebrow. 


Olivia nodded her head. Apparently Fiona wanted some 
alone time with her. | kind of resented this. | don't doubt 
that Fiona was very rattled by last night's scare, but she 
didn't even lift a finger to save us. She just stood there while 
Olivia and | pulled Kelsey up. Hell, even Shiho pitched in, 
and she isn't part of the group. Why did everything have to 
revolve around Fiona? Kelsey was the victim of drug-abuse. 
She was the one who need the special attention. 


| don't know if Olivia felt the same way or not, but it seemed 
like Olivia was willing to keep us company. Maybe she just 
wanted to get away from her annoying girlfriend, or maybe 
she was still worried about Kelsey. Regardless, she stayed 
where she was. 


So Jessie, now finished packing, starting walking out to go to 
Fiona's room. "Don't be kissing my girlfriend while I'm 
gone," She joked. 


Olivia rolled her eyes, "I'll try to restrain myself." 


Shiho instinctively moved away from Olivia and put her arm 
around me. Sometimes | don't know if Shiho understands 
when we're joking out not. 


Kelsey looked really beat, so we let her lie down while Olivia, 
Shiho and | played catch up. Shiho decided to alleviate the 
tension and talk about the boat-ride. Olivia started 
complaining about how stupid it sounded, and for once | was 
actually happy to hear Olivia's non-sensical complaints. It 
got my mind off of the previous night, | think her's too. 


When Fiona and Jessie came in, Fiona didn't seem as shaken 
up as we were led to believe, still dressed in her pink gown, 
gloves and sunglasses. As they walked in, she was in the 
middle of an argument with Jessie: 


“Why do you care so much about a Buddhist Statue? You're 
Catholic. | for one am not about to waste precious vacation 
time taking a train down to some... some rustic town to see 
one statue, no matter how big you Say it is." 


"All right," Jessie seemed oddly submissive shrugging her 
shoulders. Then again, she was charged with making Fiona 
feel more at ease, "I guess we'll just soend our time buying 
more dresses and gloves." 


"Now," Fiona pointed to her, "That's the first thing you've 
said on this entire trip that actually makes sense." 


Well, you have to hand it to Jessie. If Fiona was feeling 
horrible, she turned it all around for her. It's like Jessie was 
the only one who could actually bring Fiona out of her shell 
and act like a human being. Even Olivia couldn't do that. 


So with all of us ready, Shiho and | held onto Kelsey helping 
her into the van. None of us even bothered to look at 
Niagara Falls one last time. It seemed they would always be 
a reminder of that terrifying night. Maybe one day we would 
look back on it and see it as a Story for the ages, but it 
would take time for me to get over watching my girlfriend 
nearly fall to her death. 


As we drove to the Toronto Airport, Shiho offered to stay in 
the back with a sleepy Kelsey, while Jessica stayed up from 
making conversation with Fiona. That left me with Olivia in 
the middle. | was so tired, | snuggled up to her and rested 
my head on her shoulder. She put her arm around me and 
allowed it. I'd never been so clingy with her before. It wasn't 
as bad as | thought. 


"So what happened last night?" She whispered so Fiona and 
Jessica couldn't hear us. They were so busy chatting about 
the movie CASABLANCA, they couldn't have heard us 
anyway. 


| looked back to see Kelsey was asleep again, and Shiho was 
lost in her phone. 


"Well," | whispered back into her ear, "You saw what 
happened." 


“Why was she wearing those latex gloves under her leather 
ones?" 


Leave it to Olivia to always be the nosy one. | guess | 
couldn't blame her. She wanted to know what forced her to 
have to pull a stoned woman out of a dangerous situation. | 
wasn't looking forward to explaining this, but | knew it would 
have to come up some time. | owed her an explanation at 
least. 


"It was my idea." 
Olivia turned her head, "Why?" 


"| don't know," | almost spoke a little too loud and brought 
my voice back to a whisper, "I just wanted to have fun. | 
guess it wasn't fun for Kelsey." 


"And she allowed this?" Olivia sounded like she was 
questioning me like | had committed a crime. 


"Well," | was reminded, "She tried to tell me no, but | just 
insisted." 


"Hmmm," Olivia turned her head to the front still whispering 
to me, "That's very selfish of you Ayla." 


Normally | would call her out as a hypocrite for calling me 
something like 'selfish' but not this time. She was right, "I 
know." 


"| studied Psychology," Olivia reminded me for the millionth 
time, "So | know all about this behavioral pattern. You need 
to control these abnormal urges and focus on being good to 
your woman rather than getting what you want. Look at me. 
| sacrifice a lot for Fiona, sacrifice my own wants and needs. 
As her lover, it's my job to take care of her. Whatever she 
wants, she gets. That's true love right there." 


"What do you get in return?" | asked. 


Olivia hesitated but looked to me and answered, "| get her 
love and her trust." 


| decided to stop this conversation before it got too 
depressing. Olivia and Fiona wasn't exactly what | would call 
a happy couple. | yawned in front of her and lied down on 
her lap. | felt her leather gloves run through my blue hair. It 
felt... it felt nice. | could see that Olivia would make an 
adequate lover despite her personality issues. When it came 
right down to it, Olivia cared about Fiona and cared about 
her friends as well. And through her gentle massaging, | 
managed to finally get some sleep while the car was in 
motion. 


| opened my eyes before we got to the airport. Jessie 
prepped Kelsey, putting some sunglasses on her. She was 
feeling a lot better, even if she looked paler than usual. 
Despite my fears of something going wrong, Kelsey got 
through the TSA just fine. Good thing she's white. 


This time, we were all in first class. Good. That meant | 
could sleep. Jessie took some time to explain to the flight 
attendants that Kelsey wasn't feeling well and needed to 
sleep, so not to disturb her. God | love Jessie. She's always 
looking out for us. She and Shiho were in the seats across 
the aisle from us, so Jessie and | could talk to each other. 
Olivia and Fiona were seated behind us. 


"Aylee," Kelsey said before take-off, "Can | have some 
chocolate?" 


The way she said it was so cute, so helpless. | pulled out one 
of the dark chocolate bars Jessie had picked up. Kelsey just 
opened her mouth wanting me to feed her like a baby, so | 
did. | broke off a piece, holding it in my blue gloved hand 
and slowly laid it on top of Kelsey's teeth. She closed her 


mouth around it and almost made an orgasmic moan. This 
would have been sexy, but then | realized Kelsey was still 

getting over her trip; eating candy was like having sex for 
her. It still made me feel better. 


Maybe there was something to what Olivia said. It was more 
important for me to take care of her rather than get 
everything | wanted. Seeing baby Kelsey smile from me 
placing chocolate in her mouth made me smile. | broke a 
piece of chocolate and put it in-between my teeth. Leaning 
forward, | watched her open her mouth and close it around 
the chocolate bar. Our lips touched and as | backed away, | 
watched her softly chew the bar with her soft eyes focused 
on mine. 


"Kawaii!" Jessie grabbed Shiho's camera, "I gotta get a 
picture of this." 


"NO!" Kelsey hid her gloved hands in front of her face, "I 
look terrible." 


We all laughed at that. 


Even through take-off, Kelsey and | fell fast asleep. I've got a 
feeling that if we were in coach, we still would have been 
knocked out. Thankfully, being comfortable in first class was 
a God-send; one of the benefits of having Fiona Winston has 
a friend. It had its perks. 


At some point | felt my eyes open and could hear Fiona and 
Olivia talking behind me. They were talking just loud enough 
so | could hear them over the engines. 


"| don't want you seeing her, Olivia," Fiona insisted. 


"Fiona," Olivia whined, "She's my friend-" 


"You saw your friends in New York," Fiona snapped silently, 
"This is supposed to be a Fiona Five vacation, n'est pas?" 


It was difficult to eavesdrop on their conversation because 
of the engine noise. | couldn't really get up either because 
Kelsey was still sleeping on my shoulder. | sort of drifted in 
and out of their conversation: 


"Of course it's Ayla's fault!" My attention refocused once | 
heard Fiona say my name, "If she hadn't treated Kelsey in 
such a cruel manner, none of this would have happened. 

She deserves better than that." 


| had to close my eyes hearing that. It hurt coming from 
Kelsey's ex-girlfriend, but also because it was true. | hated it 
when Fiona was right. 


Some more inaudible dialog continued. | looked across the 
aisle to see Jessie also awake trying to eavesdrop on their 
conversation. Our eyes met, but we didn't say anything. It 
was understood that neither one of us wanted the two 
blondes to Know we could hear some of their conversation. 
At some point Fiona stormed up to use the bathroom leaving 
Olivia behind. | closed my eyes and pretended to be asleep 
until she passed me. Once my eyes were open | looked over 
to Jessie who had done the same thing. She opened her 
eyes and peered over at me. 


"It's not your fault," She mouthed to me. 


But no... Fiona was right. It was my fault and Kelsey 
deserved better. 


Fortunately | got to sleep some more and spent the rest of 
the time on the plane reading. | kind of wished Jessie and | 
could sit together and talk, but both our respected 

girlfriends were sleeping and we didn't want to wake them. 


Getting to London was not the celebratory arrival it should 
have been. 


While Jessie was busy keeping Fiona company, Shiho talked 
with Kelsey and | about what she was planning to do. She 
had contacted her friend Sarah about meeting up for lunch, 
but Jessie wasn't having it. | didn't tell Shiho, but | 
remember Jessie telling me in confidence about an ex- 
girlfriend of her's that tried to blackmail her. | guess this was 
that person. Even so, if this girl was the blackmailer, then | 
was on two minds on the ordeal. Shiho obviously was in the 
dark about this shady business, and Jessie wouldn't tell her. 
So this friction over whether Shiho visiting the girl was 
probably a mystery to her. 


It only complicated matters when | learned that this Sarah 
person was one of those hostages in that online hack some 
years back. Jessie never told me that. | guess in retrospect, 
the incident over Niagara Falls didn't seem as a big a deal; 
at least that's what | was trying to convince myself. Kelsey 
had one scary night. If Sarah was a victim of the Mythical 
Mirage incident, then her nightmare lasted for months. She 
had been a comatose body, used as hostage for an online 
terrorist act. 


Because of Jessie's out right refusal to go along with the 
visit, it was up in the air if Shiho was going to see Sarah. So 
that's what this whole ‘controlling’ thing was all about. | 
know it wasn't really my place to get involved with Jessie 
and Shiho, but | felt like she should be allowed to see her 
friend, especially if she was involved in that horrible 
situation back then. 


As engaging as this conversation was, | had to be alone with 
Kelsey. When we got to our hotel room, it was late. The long 
plane ride, the long drive, and even LONGER night before 


really took the wind out of out sails. Kelsey wanted to take a 
bath and asked me to unzip her dress. | did so and felt a 
chill run down my spine seeing her bare back reveal itself. 


"Oh my God, | can't believe everyone saw me..." She was 
referring to herself being naked for all of us to see at 
Niagara Falls, "God, what everyone must think of me. Fiona 
must think I'm trailer trash..." 


"Nobody thinks ill of you Kelsey," | assured her, "We've all 
seen each other naked. Shiho was going to see you naked 
eventually. I'm sure there's a Fiona Five strip poker game in 
the works for later." | was trying to cheer her up speaking in 
a more optimistic tone, which took some doing. 


"Yeah, but | didn't count on the whole country of Canada to 
see me like that." 


It took me a minute to register that. Eventually | said, "Yeah, 
| suppose now would be a bad time to tell you that you 
made the 11 o clock news in Toronto." 


| immediately regretted making that joke. 


"That's not funny Ayla," She said as her dress came off. She 
was in her underwear and her purple gloves, "Can you 
unhook my bra? | like it when you do it." 


| looked at this sweet pale-skinned beauty standing in front 
of me. How could | have been so cruel to her? | unhooked 
her bra and her beautiful breasts became free. She looked 
down and touched them with her leather gloves. 


"My boobs," Kelsey pouted, "Everybody saw them." 


| immediately took off my top and bra so she could see 
mine. | held her closely and hugged her. Our breasts were 


now pressed together. | didn't kiss her yet. Instead, | 
whispered into her ear: 


"Kelsey I'm," This was going to be hard, "I'm sorry I've made 
you feel unloved. | really didn't mean that." Tears were 
starting to well up my eyes, | tried as hard as | could not to 
let them come down in buckets, "I'm really sorry." 


Kelsey moved back slightly and gazing into my eyes. Then 
She looked at the ground, "I... | didn't mean to... t-to tell you 
off like that. Not in public." 


Feeling a jagged pain in my chest, | grabbed her tighter 
hoping it would go away, "It's all my fault." | repeated 
Fiona's accusation, "If | hadn't pushed you, you wouldn't 
have drank that stuff. It's completely my fault!" | started 
whimpering, "I'm so terrible to you." 


"No you're not," Kelsey grabbed my face and kissed me. 


| had to break the kiss to continue, "Everything you said was 
right. I'm... I'm very selfish" Now | was repeating Olivia's 
words. 


The silent look Kelsey looked at me indicated that she knew 
it to be true. 


"But," | held her sides, "Believe me when | say that | didn't 
do those things because | was trying to make you prove 
your love to me or anything. If | was, then | apologize. But 
that wasn't my intention | just..." | sighed and looked down. | 
had to remove my glasses and wipe off my tears, "I dunno." 


"Aylee," She tried to hug me again. 


"Come Here," | grabbed her hand and sat on a chair in the 
hotel room. 


She was now standing over me. | could barely see her with 
my glasses off. | had to put them back on. 


"Look," | was still holding her hand, "You need to vent okay? 
| Know there's more you need to tell me so if you want to tell 
me off... just go for it. I'll just listen." 


Kelsey stared at me for a while. She looked around the room 
realizing that she had to do this. The sound of her sighing 
really made my heart pump with fear. | wasn't looking 
forward to hearing this, but it couldn't be helped. Kelsey had 
to get it all out in the open, and with just the two of us. 
Instead of standing over me trying to scold me, she knelt 
forward and held my hands. 


Her voice was soft, in a lower register than it normally was. 
She had been holding this in for some time: 


"Aylee, | love you more than anything else in the world. You 
have no idea how much it hurt when you left me over Fiona. 
And I've always had this feeling that | could never make up 
for it. Like... like | wasn't good enough. | wasn't like Brenda." 


"| never wanted you to replace Brenda-" | tried to speak up. 


"J-just," Kelsey interrupted me with a more visceral tone, 
"Just listen to me okay. You said you'd listen." 


Feeling a jolt from that, | nodded my head and stayed silent. 


"I've always felt her looming over me. It's not just you. Fiona 
and Olivia... they make me feel unworthy as well." 


She had always felt like this. Nothing she told me so far was 
that surprising. But | stayed in my chair and let her go. She 
seemed to lose her place, so she got up and paced around 


the room for a minute gathering her thoughts. | had to 
speak up: 


"You said," | hesitated, "Sorry, not meaning to interrupt, but 
you Said you feel like a sex-slave." 


| already knew what she meant by that. The fucked up part 
is that we'd had this conversation before and while | 
promised her things would be different, | reverted back to 
my old ways. 


Kelsey sighed and put her hands on her face, "I can't believe 
| said that." She looked at her gloves and just looked at me, 
this time standing over my chair, "| love having sex with you 
Ayla and I'm willing to do some strange things because | 
want to make you happy. But I'm a person you know! I'm not 
a sex-toy. Sometimes | don't want to be shoved into a 
bathroom stall and fingered." 


| nodded my head but started feeling more tears enter my 
eyes. 


“Last night | felt like a princess. | was really enjoying myself 
and then you... you just started groping me under the table. 
| felt like a... like a cheap whore. That's why I got mad!" She 
shook her head, "Am | being too harsh?" 


"No," | shook my head, "It's okay, | need to hear this. Keep 
going." 


Kelsey grabbed my hand and pulled me over to the bed. We 
just sat next to each her leather hands resting on the edge 
of the mattress with her head turned to me: 


"Baby, | love that you want me. Sometimes when we have 
crazy dangerous sex... it..." She smiled slightly, "It makes 


me feel amazing..." She pouted again, "But not all the time." 
She hesitated, "I think... well | guess you get the point." 


| guess it was my turn to talk. | gently pushed her onto the 
bed, lied on top of her and kissed her gently. She allowed it. 


"First of all," | said as | ran my hands through her hair, "I 
never wanted you to replace Brenda. | chose you because | 
loved you for who you were. You're Kelsey. That's what | love 
about you. Yes | was angry when you cheated on me. I-" 


Don't lie now Ayla, tell her the truth. Look her in those eyes 
and be honest with her. 


"I- | guess | did want to push you as far as | could. Maybe | 
did miss the kinky stuff | did with Brenda. And you said to 
me, ‘Aylee I'll do anything you ask.' Remember that?" 


Kelsey nodded her head. 


"And | took advantage of that. You said yes to everything, so 
it just never registered with me that | shouldn't push you to 
do certain things. And then we've been away from each 
other for four years. | just feel like we have so much 
catching up to you. I'm not blaming you for all that. It's my 
fault. But-" 


| took a deep breath. 


"But no more!" | kissed her again, "Kelsey, this is your 
vacation as it's Fiona's. | want you to have the time of your 
life. | want you to be a Princess. So it's your turn to get what 
you want. Whatever you want to do, I'll make it happen for 
you." 


"No," Kelsey whined, "No Ayla, that's too much." 


"If all you want me to do at night is hold you and tell you 
how much | care, then that's what we'll do. I- I... kinda hope 
that's not all you wanna do, but | want to prove my love to 
you for a change." 


"Aylee," Kelsey shut me up with a forceful kiss, "You don't 
have to prove anything to me. | Know you love me and | love 
you too." She hesitated for a minute, her eyes vacillated, 
“Even if... having an Ayla slave would pretty hot." 


| had to laugh at that. Then | sat up and held my wrists 
together, "I'm all yours my liege." 


"No no no," Kelsey sat up and broke my hands apart. Then 
we kissed. There were no words spoken, just our hands 
holding each other and our lips connecting. It was a 
beautiful sensual moment, even if | was getting really 
worked up at the moment. 


Hold it in Ayla, | told myself, Don't ruin this moment. 


"You know," Kelsey broke the kiss, "Can | tell you a secret? 
You have to promise not to tell the others." 


"Okay," | said now feeling like my usual self again, "A Kelsey 
/ Ayla secret. We haven't had one of those in a while." 


"When | was... you know tripping balls..." 


| snorted a laugh at that, "Sorry, it's weird to hear you say 
Tripping balls." 


"Shut up!" Kelsey laughed at me, "Anyway | uh... | had this 
fantasy..." 


"Oh," | said, "The orgy? You told me about that." 


"Yeah," Kelsey scratched her head, "It was me and Olivia... 
then you and Jessie started going at it... then Shiho... | don't 
remember Fiona being there, but it was like this big massive 
sex party. It was so hot, but... obviously | imagined it all." 


| faked sighed, "Well, | hate to break this to you Kelsey, but 
that was no dream..." 


"Jessie was-" Kelsey did a double take, "Wait what?" 


"Yeah," | kept it up, "You were going at Olivia harder than 
you do to me. | got kinda jealous actually." 


"What? That wasn't real..." 


"And then you started groping Shiho," | continued, "And 
She... she just accepted it. And then Jessie joins in-" 


"You're joking!" Kelsey said forcefully. 
"Yes | am," | smiled. 


Kelsey grabbed a pillow and beat me over the head with it, 
"Don't scare me like that!" 


"Hey hey," | laughed, "Come on!" 
She laughed too. 


As soon as | pushed the pillow away, the two of us started 
making out heavier. Still feeling nervous about what had just 
occurred, | asked Kelsey to take the lead, so she got on top 
of me and started running her hands through my body. 


Make-up sex... there's nothing like it. 


A couple hours later, Kelsey and | were spent lying down in 
the bed together with just our satin gloves on. 


"Kelsey," | said to her, "Look | know I've asked you this a 
million times but... | really want you to confess some 
fantasies you have. Like the whole orgy thing you 
mentioned, more of that please!" 


"| didn't say | wanted an orgy," She corrected. 


“Well you said you wanted to have a threesome with Jessie," 
| reminded her. 


"Oh my God!" Kelsey groaned, her face looking a bit pinker. 


"I'll tell you what," | said, "If you're feeling okay tomorrow, 
maybe we can hop down to the costume shop. We'll pick out 
some sexy outfits to wear for each other. Is that okay?" 


Kelsey thought about it, "| guess we can do that." 


"Besides," | said, "| promised Shiho I'd buy her some new 
gloves, maybe a sexy outfit too." 


She raised her eyebrows, "Don't push her too hard Aylee," 
She scolded me, "She's sensitive you know." 


"| know that!" | responded, "She said she'd like it if | bought 
her something." 


"Besides," Kelsey rubbed my face, "You buy something for 
me to make up for what happened." 


| puckered my lips, "I did memorize Fiona's credit card 
number..." 


Chapter 16 


FIONA FIVE AROUND THE WORLD 
CHAPTER 16 - LONDON, ENGLAND 
By Sailor Jane & Glee-Chan 
JESSICA 

"2:09 AM" 


That was the local time on my phone when | picked it up 
inside this dimly lit Pub simply called The Coyote. | knew 
nothing about it except that it was still open. Most bars 
don't stay open past 11pm in London. This one did. While it 
certainly was no place for The Fiona Five to hang out, even 
my presence was questionable in a dump like this, it did 
have that old 1940s vibe to it. | could appreciate that. 


Likewise, my style was very Ingrid Bergman; a brown wide- 
brim hat with a suit jacket, but with pants, both in brown, 
and | still had my trusted red leather gloves. | guess | was 
inspired from my argument with Fiona over CASABLANCA 
while we were driving to the Toronto airport. She was 
arguing with me about what color Ilsa's hat was in the 
famous Airport scene. First of all, it was so obviously brown, 
even though Fiona insisted it was blue just because she saw 
a colorized version of the film. | wanted to ridicule her for 
asking such a pointless question. It just seemed so random 
to ask what color the lead actress's hat was in a black and 
white movie. However, | was charged with making Fiona feel 
better the morning following Kelsey's freak-out. Like 
somehow Fiona was the victim in all this... chiflada. 


Anyway, the atmosphere at this bar left much to be desired. 
While the jazz music playing overhead was relaxing, the 
patrons were pretty surly and the bartender looked like he 
was passed out behind the counter. | must have had at least 
five borrachos come up to my candle-lit private booth and 
offer to buy me a drink. | already had my home-brewed IPA, 
which wasn't really doing it for me. Luckily, this place was 
smoke-friendly and | could suck down a cigarette while 
waiting for my contact. 


Speaking of which, in walked a Japanese woman way too 
attractive to be in a bar like this. She must have dressed in 
a hurry, wearing a coat over her clothes. Her messy long 
hair was pulled back in a pony-tail and underneath a cabbie- 
hat. Even disheveled, the woman was beautiful. It kind of 
made my stomach turn. 


Of course, this was none other than Sora Ito, and | was the 
reason she was here at 2 o'clock in the morning. Even 
though | knew it was her from just looking at her, she looked 
so different. Her face and figure still looked the same but... 
the way she carried herself, her aura... it just didn't feel like 
the same nasty pendeja who tried to blackmail me years 
earlier. 


Even still, my anger started overwhelming me seeing her 
walk in. Chinga! | hated this woman. She tried to steal my 
Shiho away. | had to bust to her nose open in order for her 
to agree to never see her again. | might have to do it 
again... 


Okay, calm down Jessie. Remember why you're here. 


Babosa didn't even know | was here. She was looking 
around pacing back and forth across the bar. She tried to 
ignore the older patrons pawing at her. | just figured I'd sit 


and wait for her to notice me, holding my cigarette in my 
gloved hand. | mean... | was wearing gloves. How many 
other people did she know wore gloves at this time of year? 
Well, finally she saw me, she made a b-line to my booth. 


| didn't say a single word. | just stared at her taking another 
puff of my cigarette and blowing it in her direction, while 
she took off her coat. Once she settled, she took a moment 
to looking at me as well, her gazing ended when she looked 
down at my gloves. 


"Well?" She finally sooke, obviously aggravated as | 
expected her to be from having called her so late. For some 
reason, her voice was lower than | remembered. "Is Shiho 
okay? I'm assuming you'd only call me over in the dead of 
night if there was an emergency." 


Getting a hold of her required some snooping around 
Shiho's phone while she wasn't looking. Don't judge me, the 
woman did the same with me years earlier. Besides, if | 
hadn't done that, | would have never seen that hilarious 
picture of Ayla at Niagara Falls licking the side of Shiho's 
face while she took a selfy of the two of them. 


"Hmmm," | nodded my head smiling slightly, "Suddenly you 
care about her? Interesting." 


| took another puff of my cigarette and stared at her. Ito 
sighed, but didn't take the bait. Instead she just crossed her 
arms. | was actually caught off guard when | realized she 
had black leather gloves on her hands. For half a moment | 
wondered why she was wearing them. Maybe she was trying 
to seduce me again; | specifically remember her saying she 
was cool with my glove fetish when she tried to blackmail 
me to be her girlfriend. Then again, maybe she just didn't 


want me to break her hand again like | did last time. Smart. 
Whatever the reason, | wasn't about to let that throw me. 


"Well," | spoke to her in a polite tone after she refused to 
answer, "She's just fine. Sleeping at the hotel like a baby." 


That was true. Shiho conked out once we got to the hotel, 
leading me to grab Sora's English number. 


Sora's eyes checked left towards the exit but then stared at 
me skeptically, "Right... well... thanks for waking me up to 
tell me that." 


"Your accent's gotten really good," | said in the most 
condescending tone possible. | wasn't lying. She had a 
British accent obviously, but any trace of a Japanese accent 
seemed to have evaporated. "I kinda expected us to be 
talking Japanese here." 


Sora rolled her eyes and sat down at the other end of the 
booth, once again keeping her distance. She must have 
known she wasn't leaving anytime soon and had to play my 
game before I'd allow her to leave. Good girl. When she took 
her hat down, | knew | had her. 


"I've spoken English all my life, plus I've lived here for the 
last four years or so. My English is most likely better than 
your Japanese." 


Same old Sora Ito, putting others down as usual. No wonder 
Shiho and Kaede used to speak of her with such disdain. 
That was until this whole hostage story came into play. Then 
they started singing a different tune, a tune | didn't like. 


"| hear you go by Sarah now?" | figured that was a 
University name but proposed another theory, "What did 
you change your identity after we last met?" 


"Did you really wake me up two in the bloody morning to 
talk about my accent and my name?" 


Yes please Ito, | thought, keep acting like a bitch. | can use it 
against you. 


Maybe | didn't come there to make her life more miserable, 
but | just couldn't help myself. | still remembered what 
happened between us at Yumoto, even if others have 
seemed to have forgotten. Well, time to cut to the chase. | 
took a sip of my beer for support: 


"Do you remember what | said to you," | looked at my glass 
and stirred it slightly, "After our... encounter?!" 


| looked her right in the eyes, making sure | could read her 
every move. Her annoyance dropped on hearing that. 
Unconsciously, she held the hand | hurt before. Maybe that's 
why she wore gloves, to protect herself. 


"If you're on about Shiho visiting me when | woke up from 
my coma, that's not on me." She spoke softly. "Mako-chan 
and Shiho did that on their own, even when | told them | 
was fine." 


| had to give this woman credit. She knew what | was after, 
and she knew what to say to keep from self-incriminating 
herself. But now it was time to get to the bottom of this 
coma nonsense. | put my drink down and even put out my 
Cigarette in the ashtray. 


"Okay," | said as | crossed my arms and scooted closer to 
her. | think she looked a little freaked out as my face came 
dangerously close to her's. Well good. This way | could read 
her better, "First off, | don't believe for a second any of this 
coma shit!" 


Giving a very Sora Ito look, she immediately turn away from 
my gaze and sighed. Was that guilt? | continued: 


"Yes, | know all about the Mythical Mirage Online cyber 
terrorist hack, people trapped in the game world, fighting 
for their lives. All my friends at college were following it 
closely. We even did a thesis on the dangers of digital diving 
and protested Sony from rebooting it. But after you 
blackmailed me, threatened to go to Kaede's parents, 
stalked Shiho, | have a hard time believing that you had any 
part of this. | even heard about how you'd fake suicide 
attempts and shit. So | don't fucking believe any of this for a 
minute Sora, or Sarah, or whatever the hell your name is." 


Sora wouldn't look at me, but her gloved fists were clenched 
on the table. Was she going to hit me? Good. Maybe then 
Shiho would finally understand where my concerns were 
coming from. Plus it would give me a reason to bust that 
pretty nose of her's again. 


"Don't believe me, huh?" She almost whispered. 
"No!" | answered. 


She stood up again, "You know what, | don't need this in my 
life." She was picking up her hat and preparing to head out 
without confirming or denying my theory. Still | thought | 
won a victory here. Her not talking spoke volumes. 


“Thank you for proving my point Sora," | smiled. | felt a 
sense of accomplishment. | had exposed her for the liar she 
really was. All | would have to do is relay this information to 
Shiho and she'd understand that Sora Ito was still the same 
mentirosa she always was. 


But something in my voice caused her to stop putting on her 
coat. That anger in her caused her to took me in the eye for 


the first time. She slammed her hands on the table and 
leaned into my face: 


"For the record, | was Lady Itora. As in ‘Ito’, my last name, 
'ra', the last two letters of my name." Her eye-lids did not 
close staring at me. "| was one of the seven that-" She 
sighed and looked down, "Whatever, I'm trying to defend 
myself to a drunk." 


"Oh no keep going," | said taking a sip of my beer. | was 
finding all this very entertaining, but there was a small part 
of me that wondered if she was telling the truth. The way 
she spoke, it didn't sound like a lie. Then again, she had 
been telling this lie for so long, maybe she had convinced 
herself it was true. From what | gathered, she was a 
pathological liar. 


Yes, | had heard about the Seven Knights story. Everybody 
knew about that, there was even a good novel written about 
it. But personally, | thought it was a bunch of bullshit. The 
New York Times ran an article saying that Aesir, the 
company that owned the game, made this story about 
trapped gamers taking it upon themselves to fight the 
terrorist hack from inside the game. It was a whole thing to 
try and save face. According to the Times, the FBI just finally 
cracked down on the hacker's whereabouts and ended it. 
I'm more inclined to believe that over the fantastic story of 
the Seven Knights. There's so many theories and 
conspiracies about this situation, it's hard to know what 
really happened. The name 'Lady Itora' was one of the 
Knights and did ring a bell. Naturally, they wouldn't release 
most of these people's real names for ‘security reasons’... 
how convenient for Ito. There were a lot of people who came 
out to the media and said "Oh | was one of the Seven 
Knights!" As far as I'm concerned, Sora Ito could have 


latched onto the name to back up her story, since it was 
similar to her own name. 


"You want proof, | suppose." Sora returned to her seat and 
took off her hat, "You have a phone?" 


"Of course I have a phone." 


"Go to YouTube," She explained, "Type ‘Lady Itora irl’. It'll be 
the first video you run across." 


Hmmm, maybe she made a video to back up her lie, but by 
now | was starting to reassess my judgement. If this video 
existed then... | had to convince myself that Ito was sneaky. 
Maybe she was trying to trick me or something, but to what 
end? She could have just walked out just now. Then again, | 
would have to turn off my recorder in order to go to 
YouTube. Maybe she knew this and would take the chance to 
attack me or something. Ah Diablo, | can take her. 


"Okay," | took my time looking it up, "Lady Itora... irl." 


Sora took a deep breath like she wasn't happy about what | 
was about to see. She reached over and grabbed my home- 
brew and took a sip without asking. | was too curious to 
care. Her drinking could just be a sign that she was 
breaking. 


And then the video came up. 


Suddenly, my mood changed. It was a complete 180 turn. 
My amusement turned to sheer horror. 


It was News footage of one of those pod devises that were 
used to place players in the virtual game world. | had seen 
plenty of news footage of comatose bodies in chambers like 
these, their minds trapped in Mythical Mirage Online's game 


servers. However the body in this chamber belonged to 
Sarah Ito. Even if it was kind of hard to see her face, | knew 
it was her. The graphics department for BBC News had 
plastered her name at the bottom of the screen for all to 
see. "Sarah Ito, username Lady Ito, in Oxford General 
Hospital". 


| had never met anyone in person who was involved in this 
horrific cyber-terrorist attack, and now | had. The report 
wasn't about Sarah, but more about the people in Oxford 
who were also in the comatose state. Sarah got head billing 
because Lady Itora was a famous game player. | had seen 
some footage of this on YouTube or on the news, but they 
were always just faceless people. Animated game 
characters | didn't know. 


| looked back to Sarah Ito, horrified. | now saw a different 
woman in front of me. It wasn't the lying conceited pinch 
puta | had to fight with to keep Shiho, it was someone who 
had been targeted and had gone through an unspeakable 
ordeal. | could even see the terror in her eyes, and hear her 
quickened breath as she relived what | was watching. | 
looked back at the news footage. | even tried to look at both 
in my line-of-sight. Now my breath was increasing. 


"They..." Sora shuttered, soeaking extremely softly now, 
“They had a whole channel about me... sick wankers 
watched me online while | battled for my life. The media 
showed the world what | really looked like with this report. 
I'm surprised you never saw it, but that's what my legacy 
has been. That's what people remember me for. So yes. | 
hate to break it to you, but it happened! | wish to God that | 
had been lying." 


| was speechless. | let the phone down and stared at Sora, 
almost trembling. What kind of evil bitch was I? What a 


hypocrite Jessie Perez is! Only a couple years ago | was 
volunteering my time to set up a charity aiding victims of 
this attack, and here | was mocking someone involved in it. 
How | could | be so cruel? No wonder Shiho was so angry 
with me when | told her not to visit her. Chinga, why didn't | 
ever just look her up to see if she was telling the truth or 
not. | guess | just never wanted to believe that this was true. 
| just wanted Sora Ito to always be a liar, not for her to be 
Sarah Ito, the brave warrior who battled against all odds to 
free herself from this digital purgatory. 


"Sarah," | whispered, no longer seeing her as Sora anymore. 


"I'm not trying to steal Shiho from you Perez," She said, 
returning my mind back to the subject at hand. "She just... 
just couldn't leave me alone in that hospital after she 
learned what happened to me." 


She said Shiho's name... My anger came back. This couldn't 
be true. She doctored all this footage. She must be lying... 
right? 


"SORA!" | spoke, invoking that name again with the utmost 
anger in my eyes. | got as close to her as possible, staring a 
hole into her, "Look me in the eye! Look at me and tell me 
this footage is for real!" 


There was no lie in Sarah's eyes. She really didn't have to 
say anything. It was all there. | even felt like she was 
holding back tears. She swallowed and nodded her head, 
finally speaking. "That's really me." 


| sighed heavily and leaned back on my chair. | must have 
been the worst person in the world, and Shiho knew this. | 
woke up this poor woman really late at night to force a 

confession out of her and only ended up looking like a fool. 


"Santa Maria, Madre de Dios!" | whispered and pulled out 
my Mother-Mary medal. | held it in my hands, clinging to it. | 
know I'm not the most religious woman in the world, but | 
just need some spiritual guidance in a moment like this. | 
was desperate. 


Sarah eyed my metal, taking a very small smile "You 
wouldn't believe this, but it was Catholicism that ended up 
Saving me in there..." 


"Sarah," | finally looked her in the eye, dropped my 
necklace, and felt a tear coming down, "I'm... I'm So sorry... 
| didn't realize." 


Her smile left her, and she took a sympathetic look on that 
pretty face of hers, "Yeah well... | guess | can't fault you. You 
only knew the old me." 


My mind was going in so many directions at once. | guess 
now | knew how Kelsey felt when she was on her acid trip. 


"So..." | got closer to her, "You really were part of this whole 
thing? You were stuck in this Matrix game and were fighting 
for your life?" 


Sarah nodded. 
"Dios Mio! What the fuck?!" 


"Yeah," Sarah smiled again, even if she didn't look the 
Slightest bit happy, "That seems to be what everyone's 
reaction is." 


"So it's true then?" | said, "The whole Seven Knights story? 
All of it?" 


"Right," She said, "Don't believe this FBI nonsense. From 
what | gather, it's just a way to get out of some lawsuits, 
even if a bunch of people saw the final battle online..." 


It was like everything | knew was a lie. | started questioning 
SO many other stories and events | knew to be true. Other 
terror-related conspiracies. At some point, | just leaned 
forward and hugged her. Why was | hugging her? Last time | 
saw her, | hit her in the face just for touching me. But quite 
to my surprise, she hugged me back. She was shaking. 
Maybe she had PTSD or something. | couldn't blame her, but 
she seemed to appreciate the hug. 


"I'm sorry." 
"You said that already," She said still holding onto me. 


"| thought you read about it like-" | let go of her, "Like | had, 
then made up the story to get Shiho back." | grabbed my 
drink and took another gulp. 


Sarah smiled a bit, "The old me might have, but after you 
knocked me on my bum in Yumoto, | gave up on her for real. 
| meant what | said. That was the start of the new me. 
Sarah." 


| shook my head gulping down alcohol, "The way you say 
that makes it sound like your ordeal was all my fault." 


Sarah shrugged her shoulders. 


"Listen," | said, "Can I- can | buy you a drink? A little peace 
offering?" 


"Well," She said, "This place is going to close soon. If it's all 
the same to you Perez, I'd rather go back home and sleep. | 
appreciate the offer." She picked up her hat, "And I... hope 


you don't take this the wrong way, but do give Shi my best 
wishes." 


"Wait," | jumped up and grabbed her gloved hands, "Can | 
walk with you for a bit?" 


There was some awkward banter between us, but she 
agreed to let me walk her home at this hour. If she was Lady 
Itora, | can't imagine she'd need much protection going 
home, but | just wanted to get to know her better. It was like 
| was meeting her for the first time. | had so many questions 
about The Mythical Mirage attacks, though she seemed very 
hesitant talking about it. | guess | couldn't blame her. It was 
like a soldier returning from war. | held her hand, which she 
allowed. | told her about our travels with Shiho and The 
Fiona Five. She seemed more inclined to discuss that rather 
than her adventures in the game world. 


"Jessica?" Sarah spoke hesitantly, using my given name for 
the first time. "May | ask you something?" 


| suppose walking through the streets of London this late, 
talking up a storm dropped her guard. Indeed, it must of 
been a cute scene having two girls in old-style hats, jackets 
and gloves walking near Big Ben. The street-lights hitting 
our hats made it difficult to see each other's faces. 


"Hmm?" 


"Why did you think | was trying to steal Shi after all this 
time? | mean... | barely talk to her. Did something happen?" 


| sighed, "I don't know... | just... We were having a tough 
time. I'm over in Seattle, she's in Japan. She's taking a plane 
to England to see you, hasn't even bothered to come to 
America to see her girlfriend, it's..." | kind of kicked the 
ground, "Dios lo maldiga!" 


Sarah took a minute to respond, looking down at the 
ground, "Sorry, | didn't know about any of that. She should 
have seen you." 


"Don't apologize Sarah," | said, "| Know she doesn't have the 
money to travel... but after all you've been through, | guess 
she-" 


| stopped and looked down at the ground. It was time to 
finally do what | had planned to do from the get-go. Make 
peace with her: 


"Look Sarah," | held both her hands, "My girlfriend really 
cares about you. | mean she was pretty freaked out when all 
this went down. And believe me, | was trying to tell her you 
were just faking it." 


"Okay?" Sarah was staring at me unsure of what | was trying 
to Say. 


"She wants to see you, since we're in England. So... can we 
just put everything behind us, let bygones be bygones?" 
Hard as this was, it felt good to be the bigger person and 
call a truce. 


"You don't have to suddenly like me because of what 
happened." Sarah ventured, testing the waters. "I don't use 
the incident as a way to get people to feel sorry for me. I-" 
She stopped again, trying to find the right words. | could tell 
she really didn't like talking about this, "I just wish people 
would forget about it." 


"| understand," | said. 


"So," She spoke, "If you're uncomfortable, | can just tell Shi 
I'm in Oxford and can't come to London." 


| considered taking this as a guilt-free excuse to keep this 
meeting of ex-girlfriends from happening. But now, | was the 
one who wanted to form a friendship with Sarah. Did | feel 
pity for her? Sure, but | don't think that was the only reason. 
This was not the girl | hated back in Yumoto. 


"You know," | put my red hands up and lifted her head so 
she could see my face, "My friend Olivia, she's a 
manipulative, bossy, selfish piche puta. You'd like her!" 


"Are you trying to set me up?" Sarah raised an eyebrow. 


"No," | chuckled, "She's taken. She's not the easiest person 
in the world to get along with. Sometimes | question why I'm 
friends with her... we've just known each other forever." 


"| swear it sounds like you're trying to set me up," Sarah 
laughed. It was good to see her laugh. It almost made my 
heart melt. 


"Shut up and let me finish!" | laughed, "Anyway, Shiho's 
been dealing with her for the past week. | can tell she hates 
her. And yet, she puts on her best smile towards her. And 
you know why? Because she knows Olivia is my friend, and 
she wants to make me happy." 


"Right," Sarah agreed, "Sounds like her." 


"She's very patent with my friends. Hell, the other night, 
one of them got high and almost jumped into Niagara Falls 
naked. Long story." 


Sarah's eyes lit up, "Blimey!" 


“But that's Shiho for you. Willing to go out of her way to put 
up with my crazy friends," | shook my head, returning to the 
point, "Anyway... Sarah, if you want to hang out with us, I'd 


love to start over. We don't have to talk about anything you 
don't want to talk about. I'll steer the conversation in 
another direction. Besides, Olivia will mostly be talking 
about herself." 


Sarah had a confused look on her face, "So you're inviting 
me to hang out with a snobby bitch and a girl who gets high 
and runs into the lake naked? Where do | sign up?" She 
laughed. That sounded more like the old Sora Ito | 
remember, but it didn't bother me. It was kind of funny, 
especially since | just painted my friends as lunatics. | know 
we were already holding hands, but | let go and held it out 
for a handshake. 


"Truce?" 


She smirked and shook her head like | was crazy. But she 
shook it and said, "Truce." 


We looked each other in the eye. 


"She loves you, yeah?" Sarah spoke seriously after a 
moment. It wasn't a question. It was more like a statement. 
Her English-slang was dead on. 


"Good song," | joked, avoiding answering. But Sarah didn't 
laugh. 


"If being separated by an ocean hasn't stopped the two of 
you from seeing each other, then you must be really special. 
Perhaps | should try and see what she sees in you for 
myself. Alright then. I'll come and visit with your friends." 


It was worth repeating that this woman was SO different 
from the brat | fought with in Japan, "Hijole," | said, "What 
happened to you girl?" 


"I've had time to reconsider things," Sarah smiled, "People 
can change, you know." 


"Oh," | held up her hand again, swinging it slightly, "If you 
want to hang out with us tomorrow... there will be a 
stipulation." 


Sarah looked at my gloves and immediately closed her 
eyes. She knew what | was about to ask: "Let me guess..." 
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Why wouldn't she answer my emails?! 


| must have emailed Eileen ten times, and again this 
morning in London. | would have tried calling her but she 
didn't have her American number anymore. | don't 
understand her! We had the most intimate friendship in 
Princeton. | even allowed her to please me. None but Fiona 
have that privilege. Yet now she was ignoring me. Some 
friend! 


Well, | certainly didn't feel like sitting around in the hotel 
room all day when London was outside waiting to roll out 
the red carpet for me. | couldn't even wake Fiona up. She 
was still very shaken up by the events from Niagara Falls... 
stupid Ayla! | don't know why | found myself defending her 
when Fiona was defaming her. She was right, it was 
basically her fault. But there's something to be said for Ayla 
saving the woman she loved and not letter her go for the 
entire night. Even today, she refused to step out of the 
apartment wanting to stay by her woman's side to ensure 
her safety. While Ayla has very few qualities that are 
admirable, her loyalty to Kelsey | can never discredit after | 
saw her pull her up. | was holding on with her, | know. 


| guess this reminded me of how | had to save Fiona many 
times. If it weren't for her threatening to kill herself in 
college, maybe | would have ended up with Eileen and this 
whole mess wouldn't be happening. But | made my choice 
because it was the right thing to do. | had to be there for my 
woman no matter the cost. And | was. 


That being said, | still wished Eileen and | could at least 
have some closure. She was my best friend in college, even 
more so than Roxanne, or Alicia or any of the Olivia Seven... 
yes I'm still calling it that! 


| needed to get out, so | sort of invited myself to whatever 
Jessica and her girlfriend were planning on doing. | found 
out too late that it was a brunch with a mutual friend who 
lived in the city, a friend of her girlfriend's. Great. Now | had 
to spend with another Asian. They're taking over, | tell you. 
But | tried Eileen one more time to invite her to the get- 
together. Perhaps she would surprise me and show up. 
Eileen used to like sneaking up on me back in college. | 
actually hated it and told her so. 


"Ollie, you're such a prude!" She would laugh at me. | don't 
know why | put up with her. 


Before | left, | walked into the bedroom and found my 
beautiful Fiona still sleeping in bed. | ran my yellow glove 
through her beautiful blonde hair. | just wanted to rest my 
head on her's for as long as possible. 


"| love you Fiona," | whispered into her ear. 


Downstairs, Jessica and her girlfriend were waiting. Both of 
them had changed their outfits to something more casual 
and summer-themed. Of course they both still had their 
gloves on. | think the casual look suited Jessica's girlfriend 
more than Jessica herself. | myself went with casual-wear, 


considering | planned on meeting Eileen, or was hoping to. | 
didn't imagine their friend would be wearing the most lavish 
outfit either. 


"Did you call a limo Jessica?" | asked her without giving any 
attention to her Asian toy. 


"Don't need to," She spoke to me putting on sunglasses like 
she thought she was Fiona, "It's only ten blocks away." 


"Ten blocks?!" She couldn't be serious, "I'm wearing my 
pumps. | don't want to walk that far Jessica!" 


"But | want to see Big Ben!" Her annoying girlfriend opened 
her mouth, "And Ferris Wheel!" 


You mean 'The' Ferris Wheel?! How dumb was she that she 
didn't grasp the idea of articles. Yes, | Know Japanese 
language doesn't have articles, but you're in an English 
speaking country. Get it right Shiba! Still, | must say her 
enthusiasm and tone of voice was oddly cute. Having sat 
with her that night in New York and spoken with her a bit 
more, | was beginning to see what Jessica saw in her. She 
was certainly a step up from that ugly guy she was seeing. 
Shame it would never last. | don't know who | feel more 
sorry for. 


Since it was two against one, and knew Jessica was never 
going to back down until she got her way, | relented and 
walked with them at the expense of my poor feet. Am | not 
accommodating? Once again, Jessica's stupid girlfriend had 
to take pictures of all the signs, the buildings, and the cars. 
It was just pitiful. London wasn't going anywhere. 


"It's really not that exciting Shelia!" | told her. 


“My name is Shiho!" She corrected at me in an even voice. 
She sounded annoyed, but who can tell with that accent? 


"Whatever!" 


"Give her a break Liv," Jessica butted in, standing up for her 
girlfriend. Shocking, | Know. "She's never been here before. 
We used to-" 


"| have been here!" Shiho rounded on Jessica this time. 


Well, | Suppose it's not so cute when she snaps at you, right 
Jessica? 


By the time she told us that, we had reached the Palace of 
Westminster, and the acclaimed Clock Tower, Big Ben. Yes, it 
was enjoyable to look at, even if I'd already seen it ten 
times in my life. And yes, it would make for an awfully nice 
picture, which some poor british lad had to take for us. 
Fortunately he must have realized he was in the presence of 
greatness, photographing Jessica, her girlfriend and 
especially me. Brits are also at least polite in that regard... if 
only they could fix their ugly teeth! Do they NOT sell 
toothbrushes in England? 


But while Jessica's girlfriend was busy trying to frame her 
shots of the Ferris Wheel, | inquired Jessica about her 
girlfriend's travels. How was it that she had been to England 
but not America? 


"She came to see her ex," Jessica explained in a rather 
defeated tone of voice, "The girl we're meeting today." 


"We're meeting her ex?!" | taunted Jessica. Maybe | was 
wrong about all this. Maybe this outing would be 
enlightening afterall. 


"Yes!" She spat at me, "Do you ever listen to me when | talk 
to you?" 


"You never listen to me," | reminded her, "So why should | 
listen to you?" 


Jessica hesitated looking at up at Big Ben before saying, 
"Okay, fair enough." 


| chuckled thinking about how ridiculous this whole situation 
was, "You poor thing. Your so-called girlfriend puts 
everything down to visit her ex in England, but won't even 
make an effort to visit you unless you offer her a paid 
vacation around the world." 


"If you're trying to get under my skin Liv," Jessica continued 
in her condescending tone of voice, "You're gonna have to 
try harder. Besides, where's this Eileen I've heard so much 
about?" 


God, what a bitch... 


"She's coming," | lied. | honestly had no idea if she would or 
not. 


Suddenly we heard a British voice from behind, "Well, we 
meet again Perez." 


"Sarah," Jessica smiled as she turned around putting a hand 
to her side with an attitude, "How'd you know it was me?" 


Sarah?! It must have been a nickname. Well at least it was 
easy to remember. 


"What other mad women could possibly be standing outside 
in Summer wearing opera gloves?" 


As | turned around, | got a good look at this Sarah woman. | 
knew she was going to be Asian, obviously. While | didn't 
necessarily expect her to be ugly or anything, | never 
imagined Sarah would be such a beauty. Her skin was so 
fair, her dark eyes, so inviting, her dark hair so beautifully 
groomed. This woman's sublime figure was perfectly 
accentuated by her knee-high gown, pink, with beautiful 
white embroidery. They matched the white shoes, white hat, 
along with the pink parasol she was holding. Lastly, she had 
gloves on... pink ones with a bow design on the wrists. 


| can't believe I'm saying this, but | feel like | was looking at 
Fiona if she were Asian. Sarah was by far the most beautiful 
Japanese girl I'd ever seen in my life. Scratch that, one of 
the most beautiful girls I've seen period. | was speechless. 


Jessica gave her a hug and then introduced me. 


"Charmed I'm sure," My guard was let down. Get it together 
Olivia, you're the royal American, not this British princess. 


"Ah," Sarah shook my hand, "So this is the famous Olivia 
I've heard so much about." 


Her voice was infectious. | assumed she was from Japan, but 
She had a British accent. | always loved British accents. 
What was wrong with me? Why was | getting so giddy over 
this girl. 


"Sora-chan!" A more annoying Japanese came bounding into 
the picture. Jessica's girlfriend was running up as if to jump 
into her arms, but then stopped abruptly. She apparently 
remembered her girlfriend was standing there. Idiot. "Oh 
uh... | mean Sarah. It is good to see again." 


"You too Shiho-ta... uh, Shiho." 


It sounded like Sarah's British accent slipped for only a 
second while she was looking to Jessica. | remember Jessica 
getting all bent out of shape when talking about her 
girlfriends' exes. Well at least she was making an effort to 
let her girlfriend see them unlike some other people | 
knew... 


"It's okay you two," Jessica laughed, "Go ahead and hug her 
Shiho-tan." 


Her girlfriend gave Jessica a look at that. | did as well 
hearing her say the honorific "tan" which | knew was 
disrespectful. She basically was calling Shino a child. You 
know for someone who's supposedly a bilingual genius, 
Jessica certainly didn't know everything. | was about to call 
her out on it when her dumb girlfriend opened her mouth 
saying something in Japanese. Sarah also spoke in the 
language and commented back, then finally Jessica. 
Everyone was now having a lively conversation in Japanese. 
The only thing | kind of picked up was Shino commenting on 
the bow of Sarah's gloves. Points for taste, but enough of 
this: 


"English," | stamped my foot, "for the love of God! We're in 
England!" 


Jessica looked to Sarah who seemed to share a knowing 
look. "What's the matter Liv," she taunted me, "I thought 
you knew Japanese." 


Thankfully Sarah changed the subject, her cute accent 
returning as she went back to English, "Is it just the four of 
us then?" 


“One more joining later," | spoke up. 


And so we walked on to the restaurant. We let the two old 
friends lead the way, as we followed. | have to say, we both 
were probably admiring the view. | don't even think Jessica 
minded it when what's-her-face unconsciously took her ex's 
hand. We were too busy drooling. 


"Shiho can't stop going on and on about Sarah's gloves," 
Jessica explained. "She loves that bow on it." 


"So," | whispered to Jessica, "Do you think Sarah can replace 
Ayla as our token Asian girl?" 


Jessica smacked me in the head which led me to groan in 
pain. What was wrong with her? How dare | make a 
Suggestion. 


| was afraid the entire conversation at the outdoor brunch 
cafe was going to be in Japanese, but in fact, everyone 
insisted speaking in English to include me. Truth be told, | 
could care less whether | understood what Sarah and 
Jessica's girlfriend were saying to each other. There's wasn't 
any fighting going on, so it seemed | was in for excruciating 
hours of nostalgia on things | never experienced. How 
utterly boring. To keep myself occupied, | kept refreshing my 
emails to see if Eileen had sent a message. Still nothing. 


"Sora-chan," Jessica's toy spoke, "Have you made full 
recovery? | was very worried before." 


"I'm fine Shiho," Sarah said in a rather curt tone. 
"Recovery from what?" | asked, only somewhat curious. 
"Hey Sarah," Jessica seemed to be trying to change the 


Subject holding up her menu, "What do you recommend 
here?" 


"Olivia," Jessica's girlfriend spoke to me, "Sora- Sarah was 
hostage in the online terrorist attack." 


"The what?" | looked at her like she was an idiot, she 
certainly sounded like one. 


"Sorry," Jessica pointed to the menu, still trying to stir the 
conversation from the topic at hand. "I just really want to 
know what to get here. You all know the horror stories of 
English food. No offense." 


Sarah put her hand up towards Jessica as if to say, ‘it's fine.’ 
She looked to me and explained, "It was called Mythical 
Mirage Online," She hesitated. 


"You might as well be speaking in Japanese to me," | 
explained, "Cause | have no idea what you're all talking 
about." 


"No es sierto!" Jessica yelled at me in Spanish. | guess being 
rude in different languages was the theme of the day, 
"Don't you read the news Liv?!" 


"No!" | taunted her, "What would | read the news for? 
America bombs another country who's name | can't 
pronounce? England decides to break away from the 
European banks? Prince is still dead?" 


While Jessica rolled her eyes, Sarah actually laughed when | 
said all those things. My God, why was that cute sounding 
as well? "Well, to be quite honest, | rarely read the news 
anymore either. Rather depressing really." 


“Thank you!" | complimented her. 


"And I'm thankful that someone actually doesn't know me 
from that dreadful YouTube footage," Sarah continued. 


"| don't go on YouTube either," | explained, "It's such a 
cultural wasteland of losers and nerds." 


"| like YouTube," Jessica spoke up. 
"| rest my case!" 


Sarah laughed with me, "Well, if you must know," She 
explained, "This terrorist took over this popular game called 
Mythical Mirage Online and | got trapped inside the game 
having to fight my way out of it." 


Suddenly my memory jogged, "Ohhhh, actually | do 
remember hearing something about that." | looked right at 
Sarah, perplexed that someone so beautiful and stylish 
would actually be into some video game, "I Suppose next 
time someone says video games are bad for your mind, you 
better listen!" 


Jessica's girlfriend started swearing at me in Japanese. | 
heard the word 'Baka’' thrown out there in the stream of 
gibberish, which | knew what that meant. She had a lot of 
nerve to call me that! 


"Shiho-tan, daijoubu!" Sarah stuck up for me, "She's right. 
Besides I'd rather someone scold me for it than taking pity 
on me like everyone else." 


"Pffft," | rolled my eyes, "I don't take pity on anyone!" 


Thankfully the waitress FINALLY came over and took our 
orders. Sarah was polite enough to recommend something 
decent. | was with Jessica, English food is really quite 
disgusting. But as English cafes go, it wasn't so bad. When 
the food came, Sarah asked a question with some 
hesitation: 


"Are we really going to keep our gloves on to eat? | don't 
want to get them dirty." 


"If you take them off," Jessica spoke up, "Liv will cut your 
hands off." 


"| won't cut her hands off," | called out Jessica for her 
stupidity, "But you shouldn't take your gloves off. If you are 
truly graceful, like me, than you can eat without dirtying 
your gloves." 


"Ah," Sarah nodded, eyeing Shibo with a knowing look that 
only long time friends would get. "Sounds like a test to me. 
Very well, | accept your challenge!" She tightened her 
gloves and picked up her silverware, "I'll prove that | ama 
woman of dignity and grace." 


| Knew she was teasing, but | still admired Sarah for the way 
she carried herself. God, if only others were that 
understanding. | ended up complimenting her without even 
realizing it. 


"Well, at least someone at the table is capable of such 
things." 


"Hey," Jessica's girlfriend looked annoyed, "I was wearing 
gloves to eat this whole trip!" 


"You know," Sarah stared at her gloves, "To be honest, | 
could get used to this glove lifestyle. | don't know why, but 
covering my hands up with beautiful leather gloves makes 
me feel... safe somehow, if that makes sense." 


Her reasoning really reminded me of Fiona in the matter. 
The way she talked about the gloves, it was... What's going 
on with this girl? 


Well before | could respond, | got a phone call. It must have 
been Fiona. Naturally she had to interrupt me during 
breakfast. But it was a blocked number. | know sometimes 
Fiona turned on the privacy settings on her phone. Why she 
was doing this with me, | wasn't sure. 


"Yes?" | answered about to put my knife into my meal. 
"Hi Ollie." 
It was her voice! Eileen! | stopped in my tracks. "Eileen?!" 


"| got your message. Thank you for the invite, but I'm afraid 
| won't be able to accompany you today." 


| immediately jolted up, tripping over my chair. Excusing 
myself, | jogged over to a corner to have a private 
conversation. 


| heard stupid Jessica shout out at me as | left, "What was it 
you were saying about dignity and grace?" 


"Eileen!" | sooke into the phone, ignoring Jessica's rude 
behavior, "I've been trying to get in touch with you forever. 
I'm in England right now. We're only here for a couple days. | 
want to see you." 


There was silence on the other end until Eileen's voice 
spoke up, "I appreciate that Ollie, but... I... | just can't." 


"What do you mean you can't?" | yelled at her, "Look 
wherever you are, just jump on a train, jump ona plane and 
meet me. I'll pay for it." 


"| told you | can't, Ollie!" Eileen's voice sounded like it was 
beginning to hold back tears, "I don't think it's a good idea." 


"Why?!" | felt a pain in my chest not being able to see her. 
"Because..." Eileen hesitated. 
"Because why?!" | demanded an answer. 


"| don't want to get hurt again," Eileen said with the coldest 
voice ever. 


"Get hurt again?!" | yelled over the phone, "What's that 
Supposed to mean?" 


"Olivia," Her voice was still very soft, "You must know my 
feelings for you. Don't you?" 


| let out a long breath. | Know very well that Eileen 
worshiped me, that she wanted me. And for a brief, but 
shining moment, she had me. And then | left to be with 
Fiona. That's what it was. But | couldn't just say that. | 
couldn't let her win. 


"Well you obviously don't care about my feelings," | told her, 
"Or you'd be here with your friend, who came all the way to 
England to see you." 


"Ollie, | know that somewhere in that hard-head of yours, 
you know perfectly well that | gave you my heart and you... 
you just dumped me with no warning. Before that, when you 
came to stay with me, | felt like my prayers to God had been 
answered." 


"Prayers to God?!" 


"Yes," | heard Eileen whimpering on the other line, "I prayed 
that somehow you would fall in love with me, that we could 
be together and you'd leave that dreadful relationship that 
was draining the life out of you. When you came to stay with 


me, | felt like we were finally together. I..." Eileen let out a 
heavy sigh, "| loved you Ollie. | loved you so much, but 
then... you... you just left. You left to go back to Fiona. | 
cried so heavily, | barely made it through college and... I'm 
just now getting over it. | can't go through all that again." 


| was speechless. Eileen said she loved me. She wanted me 
so badly. She worshiped me. | Know she did and it felt good. 


"Eileen," | explained, "Just because I'm still with Fiona 
doesn't mean our relationship has to end." 


"| don't want to share you Ollie," Eileen sounded more 
agitated this time, "| want you for myself... | want..." 


"Now you're just being selfish!" | yelled at her. 
She let out a heavy sigh, "Maybe | am." 


| was speechless. Eventually, after some silence, | finally 
spoke up, "Can't we... can't we just go back to the way 
things were before? | mean before we went out. We're still 
friends right?!" 


“Maybe one day we'll see each other again," Eileen said, 
"But not today." 


"I..." Lwas shivering, my whole body felt frozen. "Eileen, we 
didn't even really say goodbye in college. We didn't get to 
have any sort of closure." 


"Well that's why | decided to call you," Eileen explained, "As 
hard as it was, | figured we owed each other this at least." 


There was heavy silence. 


"Alicia told me she saw you in New York," Eileen tried to 
change the subject, "You went to see Pop Rocks." 


"Yes..." | just answered her bitterly, "We did." 
“How was the concert?" 


Did she really expect me to just have a conversation about 
this after she just rejected my invitation like this? 


"I..." | groaned, "| want to tell you all about it over brunch. 
Jessica's here. You always said you wanted to meet her. Her 
girlfriend is too and this... this really hot Asian girl sitting 
with us. Can't you... Eileen, please come see me, even if it's 
just for a minute. Don't you want to hear about how our 
friend took drugs and almost went over Niagara Falls?" 


There was silence, "I better let you go. | don't want to take 
time away from your friends. Goodbye Ollie." 


"Wait," | spoke in panic. "Eileen!" 


The phone hung up. | let the phone slowly fall away from my 
face. Don't cry Olivia. That's the worst thing you could do. 
Don't let her win. | stared at the finished call, my mind 
needing something to refocus my sorrow on. 


"Unknown number." | whispered to myself. "God damn you, 
Eileen!" 


Anger replaced my sadness on seeing that. She didn't have 
the common courtesy to leave her number so | could call 
her back if | needed to? What was wrong with her?! She 
doesn't answer her emails, she just calls me to tell me to 
fuck off. | talked Fiona into going to London so | could see 
her yet she refused me? | helped that girl get through so 


much during college and ... and | ate our her out too! How 
selfish could she be?! 


"She's not coming is she?" | heard Jessica's voice sneak up 
on me. Apparently she had left the table and was now 
looking over my shoulder at my phone. What a nosy busy- 
body. 


"No. She can't make time to come see her friend. | always 
knew she was a two-faced bitch." 


| started walking back to the table, but Jessica grabbed my 
hand. "Olivia, hold on a second." 


Being dragged away against my own free will, Jessica 
brought me to a secluded arch, shadowed out of the 
sunlight. Was she about to seduce me or something? What 
was her deal? 


"What happened?" She asked. 


“Nothing happened Jessica!" | told her, wondering why she 
brought me all the way here just to ask a stupid question. 


"Bullshit!" Jessica said, "| can see the hurt all over your face. 
She hurt your feelings." 


"She didn't-" Suddenly | stopped | wanted to scream at the 
top of my lungs. What was her problem? Why did she have 
to interfere with my business. | didn't interfere with her 
life... that much. Jessica put her arms around me. | didn't 
really have the energy to push her away, but | didn't hug 
her back. 


"It's okay to let your guard down Ollie," She said, "What-" 


"Don't call me Ollie," | pushed her away almost violently, 
"Only Fiona's allowed to call me that!" 


"God damn it, Olivia," Jessica wasn't letting this go. "Just tell 
me what's going on!" 


“Nothing's wrong," | let my voice soften. | knew Jessica was 
trying to help, but she was so incapable of understanding 
human emotion, what was the point? "Look, just forget 
about it. Eileen can't come and that's that. It's... Look if you 
want to play therapist with me, let's do it later. We came 
here to have brunch and enjoy the atmosphere. Let's just do 
that. Comprende?" 


"All right, fine," Jessica finally let it go, "Not my problem 
anyway." 


"Now you're starting to make sense!" 


Jessica reached for a cigarette, which meant she was going 
to be here for a while. Ugh... cigarettes again! | almost felt 
like smoking one, but | decided against it. Polluting my lungs 
wasn't going to change the fact that Eileen bailed on me. | 
didn't want to go back and be alone with the Asians, so | just 
stood there with Jessica, silently. 


"Want a hit?" Jessica asked. 


| shook my head and crossed my arms, "I can get enough 
second hand smoke standing this close." 


Jessica whispered into my ear, "It's laced with weed." 
My eyes shot open. She was smoking weed in public? 


"What?!" | shouted, "What's wrong with you-" 


"Shhhhh!" Jessica silenced me. 


"What do you think this is, a college campus?" | spoke 
softer, "We're guests in this country, we can get put in jail. 


"For smoking pot?" Jessica mocked me, "C'mon Liv, you 
went to college, live a little." 


After inhaling her tobacco-marijuana hybrid cigarette, she 
held it in her red gloved hands, offering me a hit. Normally, | 
would have smacked the thing out of her hands, but | didn't. 
Something about the drug looked very inviting. I'd smoked 
pot before, but not a hybrid with tobacco. | still tried to 
resist: 


"After Kelsey took drugs in Niagara Falls," | reminded her, 
"You want me to live a little?" 


"Liv, it's just weed." 


Sighing heavily, | carefully took the cigarette in my fingers, 
careful not to let the smell stain my beautiful leather gloves. 


"There you go!" Jessica smiled at me. 


| rolled my eyes and carefully smoked the substance. It felt 
weird. It was tobacco all right, but | could just barely taste 
marijuana in there. It unfortunately made me cough a bit. | 
hadn't smoked in a long time. 


"Easy," Jessica took the cigarette from me. 


"Where," | coughed again, "Where did you get pot from 
anyway?" 


"Even if | told you," Jessica said, "Do you really care that 
much?" 


"Good point," | agreed with her. 
"It's fun seeing you loosen up a bit on this trip Liv!" 
"Shut up!" | wasn't in the mood for her taunting. 


As much as my mind agonized about it, | took another puff 
of the cigarette. We talked a little more about Sarah. Jessica 
seemed to think | had a crush on her... moron. Meanwhile, | 
was trying to get more information out of their situation with 
her girlfriend, but Jessica wasn't revealing anything. 


"Well," Jessica eventually said, "Since you're single today, 
why not take Sarah as your date?" 


| was waiting for Jessica to say this. Was this her plan all 
along? She wanted me to occupy Sarah to keep her away 
from her girlfriend? If so, | had to commend Jessica's 
manipulative actions: get me high, get me to fawn all over 
her girlfriend's ex, and be alone with her woman. | have 
taught her well! 


The thing was... Sarah was starting to seem more and more 
intriguing to me. 
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"What's going on with your friend?" 


| turned to Sora, who was whispering to me in Japanese. 
Olivia's phone call was a bit loud. Even though she was 
further away, we could see how animated she was on her 
end of things. | could tell that Jessie was bothered by it as 
well. 


"Hey, I'll be back." She patted my hand, then scooted out of 
her chair. As she walked past Olivia's chair, she picked it 
back up, scooted it under the table, then walked over to the 
corner Olivia currently was having her conversation at. 


So it was just me and Sora. 


We looked at each other, both understanding that this was 
the first time we had been completely alone in years. The 
last time was the night before both of us went to University. 
Back then we were a couple, one that was heavily in love... 
or at least | thought we were. | had only seen her once since 
then, and that was after the accident. That time Mako-chan 
was with me. 


"It's a bit awkward, huh?" Sora laughed. My heart skipped a 
beat. So she was feeling it too? "T-These gloves | mean," she 
saved face by showing off her pink leather gloves. 


Liar. 


"It's their thing." | said, holding up my arm and allowing 
Sora to look at the white arm-length glove more carefully. 
"Jessie likes it, so | guess | do as well." 


“They really wear gloves 24/7?" 


I'm not sure exactly how Sora knew that she'd have to wear 
gloves, she must have assumed, having seen me wear them 
the last time | was here. Olivia and Jessie probably filled in 
the blanks during the brunch. Sora is a smart cookie, she 
picks up on things. She is an Oxford student after all. 


| nodded my head in the affirmative, "At first | assumed they 
were exaggerating. But no, Jessie wears gloves all the time, 
they all do. And Jessie's actually a bit more sensible about it. 
Their friend Fiona, the really rich posh girl-" 


“Sounds like someone I'd get along with," Sora teased. 


"A bit. | use a lot of what | learned from you to get along 
with her." | laughed. "Anyway, | get the feeling that if her 
hands were ever exposed, she'd turn to dust." 


Sora picked up her pink leather hands and smoothed them 
out. They really suited her, especially with that cute bow 
design, but then again, everything suited her. Sora never 
had a problem in the looks department. 


"| like wearing gloves a lot," She said, "| meant what | said 
that | understand why they wear them all the time. This 
Fiona girl, it sounds like she has something to hide. We have 
that in common. Hiding behind expensive dresses, jewelry 
and gloves does give you this sort of armor and confidence 
so to speak. | would have to get used to eating with them 


on, and | don't Know about sleeping with them on or 
showering with them-" 


"Well Jessie doesn't really shower with them," | told her, 
"Not anymore anyway. | think | broke her of that habit, at 
least with me anyway." 


Sora tilted her head to the side, her hair dropping down and 
hanging as she did it. Damn it, why did she have to be so 
pretty? | could tell she was imagining Jessie and lina 
shower together. The look on her face made me imagine it 
as well. 


"You do a lot for this girl, huh?" Sora broke the fantasy 
playing in my head and held her gloved fingers together on 
the table. 


| gave her a knowing look. "Like | didn't for you? If you 
recall, you had a sex-dungeon in your walk-in closet. 
Speaking of gloves, if you remember, you even even had a 
couple pairs for... well you know." 


"Touche!" Sora laughed. "I guess you got me there." 


Olivia and Jessie returned just as our conversation was 
getting interesting. Olivia was holding her head like she had 
a headache as she sat by Sora. 


“Everything okay?" | switched back to English. 
"Fine! Why wouldn't it be?" Olivia snapped. 


Ugh. This girl. She's so like my best friend Nanami in a lot of 
ways, but I've not had a moment to break that ice. Olivia 
probably was the most sensitive person of the Fiona Five, 
but she hid it in that bratty attitude of hers. People might 
have picked Kelsey for this position, but she was open about 


her feelings and had Ayla to confide in. But Olivia had no 
one. Fiona was supposed to be her girlfriend, but | could tell 
that relationship was completely one-sided. | felt bad for 
Olivia a lot of the time... when | didn't want to strangle her 
that is. 


"Shiho..." Jessica was leaning into me, whispered. "... what 
did the two of you talk about when | was gone?" 


She had a playful tone to her voice, but | knew she was 
curious. It was almost cute to see her jealous side, but | 
knew not to push it. She might not know that | noticed, but 
she's very protective of me. "We were talking about you 
actually." 


"About me?" 


“Umm hmm." | smiled. "Sora just wants to make sure I'm 
happy." 


| don't know if that was the right thing to say, as Jessie 
made a face at that. | think | messed up. However we really 
didn't have time to hash it out here, there were two other 
people at the table. Olivia seemed to attack her plate like 
she hadn't eaten in weeks. As a matter of fact, | wasn't even 
sure she had ever eaten judging by how skinny she was. 


Olivia dropped her fork and abruptly shouted: "Okay 
inspection time!" 


She picked up Sora's gloved hand without asking. She 
seemed to be meticulously checking her leather glove for 
stains. Sora looked over to me slightly amused. | gave her a 
knowing look as if to say "I told you." 


"Olivia," Jessie had an annoyed tone of voice, "Hasn't the 
poor girl suffered enough?" 


"You heard what she said," Olivia sooke without taking her 
eyes off of Sarah's gloves, "Sarah doesn't want to be pitied. 
She'll get no special treatment from me." 


Sora laughed at that, "Well, how do | look?" 


"Not bad," Olivia put her hand down, "Perhaps you have 
some skill after all, Sarah." 


"It's not the first time I've had to wear gloves," Sarah picked 
her fork back up in a very ritzy way, "Father used to hold 
business parties often, and my Mother hosted balls-" 


"Yes," Olivia butted in barely listening to Sarah's story, "My 
father used to bring me to Shizuoka for these boring parties. 
He knows the Akamatsu family very well." 


"| never tire of hearing this story," Jessie said sarcastically, 
putting her elbows on the table. 


It was kind of hard to follow the details regarding her 
family's corporate business, but | did hear her say: "I didn't 
even know they had balls in Japan." 


"Phrasing!" Jessica said. | imagined she was making some 
sexual joke, but it went over my head. 


"They do that everywhere." Sora said without blinking. 
Olivia's casual racism wasn't affecting her much. 


"Sarah's family is rich, Olivia." | explained. "She's more 
Western than Japanese | think." 


"| can see that," Olivia seemed all the more interested in her 
now. Of course she was. "Doesn't really explain why you 
ended up with She-Ra over there." 


"Shiho," | muttered, Knowing she was doing this on purpose. 
Not only that, but she was referring to me like | was low- 
class. Then again, compared to these two, | was. Jessie 
squeezed my hand. 


“But then again," Olivia chuckled, "We ended up admitting 
this poor girl named Kelsey, and she turned out..." Olivia 
paused and thought about it, "Well... just... turned out... she 
tries, the poor girl. I'll give her that. 


There was something off about Olivia. | couldn't really tell. 
Sure, Olivia was being annoying and rude as usual, but also 
strangely giddy. | looked to Jessie who knew exactly what | 
wanted to ask. 


"I'll tell you later," She told me in Japanese. 
Dear God Jessie, what did you do to her? 


Sora told the story of how she moved to Yumoto and how we 
became a couple. While the conversation was happening, | 
kept eyeing Jessie who still had her elbows on the table. She 
looked to me and raised her eyebrows in a silly fashion. That 
made me giggle. 


"So," Olivia finally responded after listening to Sora, "You 
settled for her?" Olivia was talking about me, without even 
looking my way. 


That made my smile fade. This girl really was too much. But 
Sora knew how to play the game. She was from that world, 
after all, "Well... she has a cute butt." 


| blushed from that, but | immediately looked to Jessie who | 
assume was going to look at her with red eyes. Indeed, 
there was an awkwardness to how Jessie was reacting to 
Sora. Only Olivia seemed to chuckle at that comment. 


"Oh," Sora looked to Jessie, "My apologies, | did not mean-" 


"It's fine," Jessie really was making an effort, wasn't she? I'd 
have to reward her for that later. It couldn't have been easy 
seeing the two of us reunited, even if there isn't anything 
going on between us. "She does have a cute butt. Olivia was 
totally staring at it while we were walking to the cafe." 


"| was not!" Olivia looked like she wanted to throw her glass 
into Jessie's face. 


"And," Jessie laughed, "You were definitely checking out 
Sarah's butt, pervertida!" 


| couldn't help but feel a bit jealous at the thought of Olivia 
looking at Sora's butt. | know it's stupid, but a very small 
part of me still views Sora's butt as mine. It's irrational and | 
was already punishing myself for feeling that way, but | 
suppose there always is a little something left behind with 
an ex. 


"| will have you Know," Olivia closed her eyes and spoke in a 
very egotistical way, "I carry myself with dignity, and 
therefore do not gaze endlessly upon other people's 
posteriors, unlike some other people do!" She opened her 
eyes and looked right back at Jessie. 


"So you don't think Sarah's got a cute ass?" Jessie egged her 
on. 


Sora herself played along and stared at Olivia with curious 
eyes, blinking comically in a cute way. 


Olivia sighed and slowly shook her head, "I- | am not having 
this conversation!" She reached her hand out to grab Sora's, 
"Sarah, | apologize for my friend's juvenile behavior." 


“That's okay Olivia," Sora rubbed her leather hand against 
her's, "| used to hang out with The Love Letter Lovelies, so | 
know what it's like to be the most sophisticated person in 
the room." 


| frowned at that. That kind of stung a bit. It was the first 
time in a long time that I've heard Sora say something a bit 
mean. | was also annoyed how quickly the American was 
warming up to my ex, considering how much she ridiculed 
me. | suppose those rich types just stuck together. | looked 
to Jessie who seemed to be scrutinizing their affection 
towards each other. Was she getting a kick out of this? | was 
only glad she hadn't noticed my clinched fist. 


After some more conversation, mostly Olivia talking about 
how great she was, we got the bill, which Jessie offered to 
pay for. Olivia didn't protest, but | wanted to chip in, feeling 
Jessie, Olivia and Fiona were picking up the check for 
everything. Jessie refused. | really hated it when she did 
that, but | had learned to stop fighting it by now. Like Sora 
just said, money meant nothing to these girls, even if it did 
for me. You'd think I'd be used to it by now, having dated 
both Sora and Jessie, but it still bugs me. 


| was about to say goodbye to Sora, figuring that was all 
Jessie would allow of our meeting, but she spoke up, "Sarah 
can you show us around? | wouldn't mind seeing more 
sights off the normal tourist path." 


"Sure, if everyone's fine with that." Sora agreed, not even 
looking at me. 


"If we're gonna wander around London," Olivia chimed in, "I 
need to go buy some new shoes." 


"Oh, | Know the perfect spot, you'll like it." Sora smiled her 
cutest smile and offered her hand. 


Olivia returned the smile and took the pink gloved hand 
without hesitation. They were practically skipping ahead of 
us. It made my blood boil. 


"Okay, spit it out." | turned to Jessie, soeaking in Japanese. 
Like Sora and Olivia, | had grabbed her hand as we trailed 
behind them. The two rich girls were too far off to hear us. 
"At the restaurant, what did you do to Olivia?" 


"| calmed her down is all," Jessie explained still with a smile 
on her face. 


"What did you make out with her?" | blustered out. 


"No," Jessie looked to me, a bit annoyed at that. | guess that 
was unfair. | didn't mean to snap at her like that, especially 
since we already had this fight. "Did you make out with 
Sarah while we were talking?" 


"Of course | didn't!" | said maybe a little too loud. | guess | 
couldn't blame her for retaliating after | was being a bitch. | 
needed to cool off. "Jessie, I'm sorry | said that. | didn't 
mean to." | didn't really Know how to explain myself, even in 
Japanese. "You know there's nothing between Sora and I, 
right? I've told you a million times... | just said that because 
seeing her again is harder than | thought it would be." 


"No pasa nada," Jessie said a Spanish phrase meaning ‘it's 
okay' and chuckled. "I was just kidding anyway." | knew she 
wasn't joking. 


"Jessie..." | gave the 'I-know-better' tone when | said that. 


"Okay, | apologize," Jessie quickly said, looked down at me 
and smiled, showing off her cool demeanor. "Maybe I'm still 
giving off a jealous vibe?" 


"A little," | relented, then thought I'd play the sweet-card, 
"but it's cute." 


"You're cuter," Jessie leaned down to give me a kiss. "I think 
Olivia's pretty sweet on Sarah though." 


Part of my bitterness returned at that. The idea of it all 
maybe my blood run cold. | was starting to wonder what had 
been said in their private meeting. Did Jessie put Olivia up 
to this? It didn't seem in-character for Olivia. 


"What happened to her friend who was going to join us?" | 
probed. 


"| don't know," Jessie answered by not really answering. 


It was all starting to come together. Olivia obviously found 
Sora attractive, who wouldn't? But when her friend didn't 
show up, Olivia went with the next best thing. If | knew 
Jessie, my guess was that she probably egged her on to 
keep Sora away from me. So much for Jessie being so 
understanding. Then again, maybe | deserved this. | haven't 
been completely pure-minded here. So Olivia having a date 
for her London adventures wasn't so bad, especially when 
Fiona practically left her behind. Perhaps this was more than 
just a jealousy thing. Maybe Jessie was also looking out for 
her friend. 


After Sora brought us to this upscale shoe store, that's when 
Olivia allowed herself to have fun with us. In a way, | guess 
She's the outsider in this group. | mean, sure, Jessie's never 
really met Sora, but she knows everyone we do. So she can 
get something out of Sora's stories, which mainly would 
center around the Love Letter Lovelies. 


Shopping solves everything in Olivia's world. Sora got pretty 
involved in helping her find the right shoes. Olivia was 


giggling with Sora. Oddly enough, the thing | had in 
common with Fiona the most was fashion. She might be 
more bourgie than me, but we shared the same esthetics. 
Since Olivia's constantly up Fiona's butt, you'd think they'd 
have the same mind on this, but really she's just agrees 
with whatever Fiona says. On her own she is actually not as 
fashion forward as she thinks she is. 


After Olivia found my and Jessie's opinions pointless, we 
were relegated to the couch. Jessie interlaced her arms 
within mine as we Sat, locking her fingers within mine. 


"Ah the boyfriend couch," Jessie chuckled. 
"The what?" | asked her, confused by the English phrase. 


"Louis, my ex," She said in Japanese, "He used to call this 
‘the boyfriend couch' when we went out shopping. He'd just 
sit here on his phone while | was in the dressing rooms 
trying everything on. He figured the most helpful thing he 
could was stay out of the way." 


"Oh..." 


Jessie very rarely talked about her ex-boyfriend. Maybe she 
didn't want me to get jealous over her ex by talking about 
him. Maybe she was embarrassed that she used to date a 
guy. Why was she bringing it up now? 


"| mean," Jessie went on, "He wasn't too bad, he give me his 
opinion and stuff, except he dressed like Kurt Cobain all the 

time. He desperately needed some metro friends. Fiona and 
Olivia really hated being seen with him." 


“Never gave him a makeover?" 


Jessie laughed, "Kelsey, Ayla and | tried, didn't work out so 
well." 


"You still talk to him, right?" | pried. 


Jessie hesitated almost lying down in the couch, 
"Sometimes. When his band's playing in Seattle, | go out to 
support them." She looked at me, "Does that bother you?" 


"No," | answered truthfully. Even if | didn't like hearing about 
him, | wasn't scared that she'd go back to him, especially 
since she had changed her whole life to be with me. | tilted 
my head and asked the other question that was lingering in 
the air. "Does me talking with Sora bother you?" 


"Uh..." She stuttered, "| mean... she's your ex, so naturally | 
hate her." 


She really didn't have a rational reason to be jealous as far 
as | knew, so she didn't know how to continue. | didn't like 
seeing her sad. | bumped her upper arm with my shoulder. 
"Okay. So she's hot. Big deal. You're hotter." 


Jessie gave a soft chuckle, happy to be praised. 


"Jessie..." | inched closed to her. "| won't lie that Sora and | 
have some unfinished business. We really need a talk about 
how things ended between us. But... I'm yours 100%. You 
have to believe nothing will happen. Nothing at all." 


| Knew she understood that, and even believed it. Her 
emotions however didn't want to be logical. When are 
anyone's feelings rationally? | totally understood that she 
didn't want me to be around Sora, even if she had softened 
her opinion of her. 


"You like her gloves?" Jessie asked me randomly, picking up 
her phone. 


| took a minute to answer that. Was she jealous of her 
gloves or something? "I do. | like the bow design." 


With that, she started quickly typing something on her 
phone. 


"What are you typing?" | tried to grab her phone in a playful 
manner. 


"Secret!" She put her phone up and laughed. 
"Jessica," Sarah yelled out, "What do you think?" 


| jumped at the sound of it, my thoughts shattered from the 
interruption. Turning her head from me, Jessie got up and 
looked at Olivia's new shoes. 


"| don't like 'em!" Jessica said and then winked to me. 


Olivia looked to Sora, "Then they're perfect! I'm buying 
them!" 
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After all of us got new shoes, which Olivia was still 
complaining about on the streets, Sora acted as tour guide 
to London and took us to places that tourists might skip 
over. Now that she had someone she could talk to, suddenly 
she was keen on exploring. We spent a good few hours 
trekking across the city, going to the places Sora liked. In 
truth, Sora was an Oxford girl, so her London knowledge 
wasn't that much. Yet she knew more than the average 
tourist. 


| would have liked to have had more time to talk with Sora, 
but Olivia was keeping her from me. The more and more 
time passed, the more those two were getting along. It 
wasn't so obvious, they weren't laughing a lot or being 
overly affectionate with each other, but Jessie agreed with 
me. For Olivia, her chemistry with Sora was as hot as it 
could get. 


By the time dinner came around, the other Fivers decided to 
join us downstairs in the Hotel Bar. Fiona still wasn't coming 
down, even though Kelsey had. | could understand that 
Fiona was upset about what happened to Kelsey, but she 
was playing the drama more so than Kelsey herself. While 
my new friend was a bit sheepish and clung to her girlfriend, 


She still was meeting us for dinner. What was Fiona's 
excuse? 


Kelsey and Ayla get a chance to get outside and shop in the 
afternoon. Ayla was coy about something being a secret. 
Sounded like another one of her games. Olivia still sat next 
to Sora. By now, they were looking like a couple. 


"It's a good thing Fiona's not here," Ayla said to Sora, "She'd 
cut your arms off for wearing pink." 


"Why does everyone want to cut my arms off today?" Sora 
teased. 


Kelsey wasn't really talking much. She still seemed out of it, 
and didn't even bother picking up a drink. But she still 
smiled at Ayla's joke just the same. 


"Unfortunately," Olivia had been drinking quite a bit. | could 
already sense she was Starting to feel tipsy, "Ayla here is 
arguably the most uncultured member of our group. She's 
far more interested in her perverted lezbo relationship with 
Kelsey than anything else." 


"Ha. Ha." Ayla laughed sarcastically, then took a sip of her 
drink, "We keep trying to explain this to you, Olivia... You... 
Are... A... Lesbian... Too!" 


While Ayla certainly wasn't passing up an opportunity to put 
Olivia in her place, | think she was going easy on her after 
what happened with Kelsey. 


Olivia shook her head at Ayla's comment, "No. No, I-l... am 
not..." She was stuttering pretty badly. 


"It's fine Olivia." Sora put her arm around her, "There's 
nothing wrong with being a lesbian. Besides, | haven't been 


around a large group of lesbians in some time." She offered 
a toast to Ayla and Kelsey. "Though | guess I'm not going to 
meet this famous Fiona | keep hearing so much about." 


Olivia took a long drink from that. 


"That's right, you were part of Shiho's group, weren't you? 
The Love Letter Lovelies?" Ayla remembered. 


"Yep. In truth, | was only a member because | was dating 
her, but | enjoyed my friendships | made." 


"| wonder how similar the Lovelies are compared to The 
Fiona Five?" Kelsey pondered. 


It seemed the others were wondering the same until Olivia 
Snorted: 


"There is no comparison!" 


"Jessie is best person to answer." | said gesturing towards 
her from across the table. "She spend many more time with 
both than me." 


"| love her accent." Ayla whispered to Sora who giggled 
along with her. It kind of made me embarrassed. | was trying 
so hard on my English. 


“The Lovelies compared to the Fivers..." Jessie looked up to 
the ceiling as she considered the question. She took a drink, 
"... ['m with Liv, | don't think we're alike at all." 


“Thank you!" Olivia said. 


"Oh come on!" Ayla looked disappointed, "There's gotta be 
something. | mean we're all lesbians. There's that." 


"Yes," Jessie said, "But they aren't glove lovers, at least not 
all of them." 


"We wear gloves for you," | spoke up, "Mako-chan and 
Kaede-chan will wear gloves with me sometimes." 


"Sweet!" Ayla grinned. 


“That's true," Jessie said, "But also, The Lovelies don't really 
have a leader, they don't have a vintage style theme 
working for them, and the group isn't really exclusive. From 
what | understand, it seems like any girl can join, so long as 
She likes other girls?" 


She looked to me wondering if she was right. | nodded in 
agreement. "It's more of a ... how you Say... a Support group. 
Not exclusive club like Fiona Five." 


"So does that mean we can join the Lovelies?" Ayla asked. 


"No," Olivia put her foot down at that. "You're in my group! 
Show some allegiance." 


"Easy there Liv!" Jessie tried to calm her down. 


Was | the only one who noticed that Olivia called it 'her' 
group? 


"We can be both..." Kelsey said, but no one listened to her. 


"Well," Sora offered a difference of opinions, "You're 
probably right about most of that, Jessica, but | think Mako- 
chan is the unofficial leader." 


"She doesn't order anyone around," | was quick to point out. 


"No, but she sort of leads by example." Sora argued. 


"Yeah." Jessie looked like she changed her mind. "Yeah, | can 
see that. She has this way about her that makes you want 
to please her. It's not manipulative or anything, she's just 
overly cute and charismatic." 


"It doesn't hurt that she's a knockout." Sora muttered a bit 
bitterly. 


"| concur," Ayla interjected, "And I've only chatted with her 
through the internet." 


This was always one of the issues Sora had. Makoto was so 
cute that practically everyone crushed on her back then... 
including me. Mako-chan was the reason why Kaede never 
continued her relationship with Sora. She also an obstacle 
that got in the way of Sora and | becoming a couple. | had to 
get over my feelings for Makoto before | could fall for Sora, 
and she never really got over that. | couldn't blame her for 
feeling that way, even if she conveniently forgot that she 
was dealing with her rejection from Kaede at the time. 


"You should have been the leader," Olivia spoke up for Sora, 
"| don't care what this Maeko-chan is like, you're the hottest 
by far, and you have the most amount of class and style to 
you." 


"Thank you Olivia!" Sora smirked. 
“Would you two just make out already?!" Jessie laughed. 
"Shut up Jessica!" Olivia yelled at her. 


| kind of wanted to yell at Jessie too, hearing her suggest my 
ex-girlfriend make out with Olivia right in front of me. What 
was with her? | know, | know, I'm supposed to be the bigger 
person here. Sora isn't my girlfriend anymore, but... damn 
it! That's still hard to see! | couldn't get too angry at Jessie 


though as | had seen her chug down a couple beers. She 
was going to be smashed tonight. 


“Now | really want to go to Japan." Ayla broke in. "It's a 
hotspring for hotties!" 


"You have me." Kelsey gave a cute pout. Everyone gave a 
Small laugh at this, except Olivia. 


At some point, Kelsey and Ayla went to use the bathroom, 
and Jessie took this moment to go out for a cigarette. Olivia 
jumped up. 


"Jessie, wait!" Olivia ran over to her and the two 
disappeared outside. 


What were they about to talk about? Then | realized that it 
was just us again: Sora and I. Maybe was the moment we 
had to say some unfinished things to each other. There was 
so much | wanted to say, but | didn't know where to start. 


"You're going to Japan on this little trip of yours, yeah?" Sora 
asked me in Japanese. 


| nodded my head. "It would have been nice if they ended 
their vacation there, but leave it to Olivia not to consider my 
convenience." 


"What's your schedule?" 


"We just came from America to here. Next we're going to 
France, Switzerland, Rome, Tokyo, Hawaii, Mexico, then back 
to Seattle, Washington. At least, that's the plan for now." 


"Well, that makes sense. It's a trip around the world. Japan's 
on the way from Rome to Hawaii." 


"| was thinking of maybe skipping Hawaii and Mexico and 
ending my trip short so | didn't have to travel all the way 
back to Japan." 


Sora shook her head at that. "No, you should finish it out. | 
know you'll love Hawaii." 


| glanced at the entrance, making sure no one was 
eavesdropping, then | leaned closer to Sora and lowered my 
voice. "I'm going to ask Jessie something very important 
back at home. If... If she turns me down, | don't think I'll be 
going to Hawaii." 


| could tell Sora was interested. "You want to marry her?" 


"No, not yet." | quickly said, then lowered my voice even 
more. "I'm going to... I'm going to ask her if she's okay for 
me to move to America." 


"Bloody hell." Sora switched to English for that, but 
immediately went back to Japanese. "That's a big deal, 
Shiho-tan!" 


"| know it is." | tried to keep her voice lower. "I'm so scared 
She'll say no." 


"This is a relationship killer, Shiho-tan," Sora told me what | 
already knew. "If she says no, then that's it. You'll either be 
forced into trying to keep your long distance relationship, or 
you'll have to break up with her. Saying no means... it 
means she can't have you in her life." 


| nodded again, Knowing all this. Nanami had said similar 
things before | left on the trip. This question was the most 
important one I'd ever ask of Jessie. With one answer, our 
lives would change for better or worse. 


"She won't move to Japan?" 


"I'd never ask her that." | quickly said. "She has huge goals 
she wants to accomplish in America. She's already given so 
much up to come visit me as much as she does. It'd be 
selfish for me to ask her to live with me in Utsunomiya." 


"Damn..." Sora looked around, still realizing that we were 
alone "...you really love her that much, huh?" 


"Yes." | said. 


Once | saw Kelsey and Ayla coming back, | realized our 
private time was over. For once | didn't want to see those 
girls. | loved them, but this was a really important 
conversation. 


"Um... Sora," | ventured still in Japanese, "I feel like we still 
have so much to talk about. Can we go somewhere just the 
two of us to talk?" 


"Uh..." Sora answered in English "I don't think that's a good 
idea with Jessica around. | feel like she might come after me 
with a knife if we did that." 


"Who's coming after you with a knife," Kelsey asked now 
sitting next to us. 


Sora shook her head, "No one." 


And that was that. Our moment was over. | knew I'd never 
get the chance to talk about this again with her. Then again, 
maybe it was for the best. Asking my ex for relationship 
advice might have been a bit harsh. Maybe she was happy 
Kelsey and Ayla came around when they did. I'm sure she 
didn't want to think about me and Jessie moving in together. 


Ayla took over the conversation by ask random questions 
about Japan and the Love Letter Lovelies. Kelsey listened 
quietly, still looking a bit meek. After a few minutes, Jessie 
and Olivia came back. Olivia immediately interrupted Sora's 
explanation of our friend Yui Hino with an unrelated 
question: 


"Sora," She said, grabbing her hands, "We're going to this 
ball in Paris. We'd like to invite you to join us." 


| was surprised at that. How would Fiona feel about that? 
She wasn't very happy having me around, now Sora was 
going to be with us? Not only that, but it was Olivia, her own 
girlfriend, who was inviting her? This could only spell 
trouble. | saw Ayla's eyes open wide. She obviously was 
thinking the same thing. | turned to Jessie who took a deep 
breath. Obviously, Olivia had been talking to her about it. 


Reading the situation, Sora was quick to shoot her down. 
"No thank you. | appreciate the offer though." 


"Why not?" Olivia asked feeling hurt. 


"| just have some work to do," Sora explained, "Besides | 
feel like I've taken enough of your time." 


"No you haven't!" Olivia's voice almost sounded like she was 
whining. 


"Olivia," | spoke up, "If she doesn't want, don't force." 


"Shut up Shiba!" Olivia yelled, letting go of Sora's hand to 
slam her fist on the table. 


"Olivia, don't yell at her!" Ayla shouted back, sticking up for 
me. She had stood up when she said this, surprising 
everyone. Jessie even froze, as her mouth was left opened 


from the protest she was about to give. Ayla had beaten her 
to it. However, Ayla looked down, probably still insecure 
about attacking her girlfriend's savior. 


"Pipe down Ayla," Olivia switched her eyes to her, unfazed. 
"| was talking to Sheila, not you." 


"It's Shiho, for God's sake!" Ayla stamped her foot. By now, 
it seemed any reservations she had yelling at Olivia were 
gone, "How many more times are you gonna get it wrong?!" 


"Ayla," Kelsey tried to calm her down. 


Surprisingly, Ayla closed her mouth and plopped down in her 
seat. | could almost feel the heat radiating off of her body. 
Maybe Ayla sympathized with me, since the two of us are 
Asian. Perhaps Ayla had to deal with this racist-elitist shit in 
the past the same way I've had too? 


The situation had changed with her outburst. Indeed 
everyone was wondering where this came from. This was 
getting uncomfortable. | was touched that Ayla cared so 
much, but | didn't want there to be a fight because of me. 
Jessie still had her mouth open, utterly confused. | think 
Sora felt the same. 


"Well," Sora took out of her phone to see the time, "I should 
book it. It's rather late for me, and | really should return 
back to Oxford." She stood up from her chair and threw 
some cash on the table to pay for her drinks. 


"No!" Olivia's tone changed to a more whiney sad tone of 
voice, forgetting her fight with Ayla. 


“Thanks for hanging out with us," Kelsey was first to get up 
and shake her hand. Ayla reluctantly followed, as she was 
still agitated. 


"Sarah," Jessie got up and gave her a hug, "I'm glad we 
could spend some time together." 


“Thank you for including me," Sora smiled. They shared a 
look that meant something only they'd understand. 


| must say, awkward fight aside, this small friendship seen 
between my ex and my girlfriend warmed my heart. | spoke 
to her in Japanese telling her how great it was to see her 
again, how glad | was that she was feeling better. But we 
didn't mention anything we had talked about in private 
since Jessie was standing right there. 


Lastly, there was Olivia, who stood there looking more sad 
than | have ever seen before. 


"Olivia," Sora smiled, "It was great spending time with you 
today, shopping and all that. Please come visit me next time 
you're in the country." 


She gave Olivia a hug goodbye, silently. But before she 
could walk away, Olivia grabbed hold of her head and kissed 
her on the lips in front of all of us. | think everyone stared in 
shock seeing Olivia kiss another girl in public. 


Both Ayla and Jessie looked at me. | think in Ayla's mind, this 
was Olivia being cruel to me, but Jessie was looking for 
something else. She was trying to see if | was jealous. The 
fact of the matter was, | was over it. Maybe earlier in the 
day it really would have bothered me, but after that fight | 
just couldn't stand to look at them. | turned away, trying to 
hold back my temper. | didn't want to get Ayla started again, 
and | certainly didn't want to have another talk with Jessie 
about how | wasn't mooning over Sora again. 


Once the kiss broke, | could hear Sora and Olivia breathing 
heavily. When | looked up, | think | saw regret in Olivia's 


face. Sora looked more awkward than everyone else though, 
glancing at me like she had somehow did something wrong. 
Olivia caught that look and sharply turned around and went 
for the table. She looked like she was about to start crying. 
She picked up her bag and stormed off without saying 
anything to anyone. 


"Olivia?" Kelsey walked after her, but Ayla held her shoulder 
silently telling her to leave Olivia alone. 


"Well," Jessie clapped her hands together, "That was 
awkward! So who wants another drink?" 


Sora was done for the night. Everyone was. After she left, 
Jessie and | went up to our room. This whole evening was 
emotionally exhausting. As | shut the door behind us, | 
leaned against it, staring off into space, processing it all. 


"Hey," Jessie was in front of me, her face taken a concern 
look. "You okay?" 


"| don't really know." | admitted truthfully. "Today was really 
hard." 


Jessie smiled and pulled me away from the door so that she 
could hold me close. Feeling her body against mine really 
did help. Her left gloved hand was touching the side of my 
face, while her right was unconsciously rest on my butt. | 
knew it wasn't sexual, but it did turn me on a bit. 


"| love you." Jessie told me, saying so in Japanese because 
she knew it meant more to me that way. "You know that 
right? | love you so much." 


The way she was talking was a bit frightening, but | knew 
where this was coming from. She was feeling insecure. God, 
had this day been too much for her too? 


"You don't have to prove that you're better than her, you 
know." | pointed out. "You are." 


"It's j-just... " Jessie started, but stopped. | don't think she 
really had control of her thoughts at the moment. 


| stood on my toes, lifting myself up, and gave her a soft 
kiss. She didn't fight it, but she hadn't given in. So | kissed 
her again, wrapping my arms around her waist to relieve 
some of the weight on my feet. This time she relented and 
allowed me to give her a proper kiss. It felt amazing. 


"| love you, Jessica Perez." | spoke in English when we pulled 
away. | wanted to make sure | had no accent and that | said 
her full name. "Thank you for putting up with me today. | 
wasn't... | wasn't at my best." 


| don't really think Jessie heard most of it. The 'I love you' 
part was the only thing she paid attention too. She pushed 
my back against the door again and melted into me, her 
gloved hands holding the sides of my face as she kissed me. 
My legs felt like Jell-O. Even after all this time, she could 
make me quiver like that. 


| wanted her. It seemed she wanted me too. Seconds later 
she was on her knees, with my left leg flung over her 
shoulder, and her head inside my dress. | gripped the top of 
her head, and braced myself against the door as she 
aggressively pulled the leg-hole to my panties away, and 
helped herself to my most private area. My eyes rolled in 
the back of my head in pleasure, as even her initial kisses 
and licks felt so sensitive. 


This was going to be one of those nights. 
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At this point, | wasn't really feeling this trip anymore. So 
much had happened already, it felt like we had been out for 
a year. Ayla would say it's because | had already gone ona 
different kind of trip, but all joking aside, part of me wanted 
this to be over now and head back to Seattle. When you're 
exposed to the glamorous lifestyle, sometimes you 
appreciate it less. But seriously, this is the point where | 
wanted the trip to be over. 


"Are you feeling better Kelsey?" 


Fiona sort of asked me that out of nowhere some two hours 
in the train-ride to England. | hadn't really paid much 
attention to what she was doing, watching an animated 
movie with Shiho in our premier luxury seats. There wasn't 
anything to see outside since we were underground. So | 
was caught off guard when Fiona got up to ask me that and 
removed my headphones. 


"I-I'm okay Fiona," | said remembering to give her a smile. 


"Oh Kelsey," she ran her gloved hands though my hair, 
"faux-pas. You ruined your hair with those bulky 
headphones." 


"It's okay," | held her hands, "I'll fix it up when we get off the 
train. Don't we have a hair-stylist coming over tonight for 
the Ball?" 


"You're a Fiona Five Sister." she pulled out a comb. | decided 
to allow it. Having Fiona comb my hair for me was very 
sweet. | felt myself blush. "You must always keep 
appearances up. Paris is the most stylish city in the world, 
and we want you at your best this time!" 


‘This time’ meaning she didn't want me to embarrass her 
again. While the shock over Niagara Falls had subsided for 
me, Fiona was still uneasy over it. This is mostly why | 
wanted to leave this trip and go hide somewhere. | could 
see Ayla, across the aisle give Fiona a dirty look, but she 
didn't get into it with her. Jessica and Ayla were both lost in 
a French language book. | knew Jessie spoke a little bit of 
French, but Fiona was the self-proclaimed French speaker of 
the group. 


"I'm surprised at you Jessica," Fiona taunted her, still fixing 
up my hair, "The cunning linguist of The Fiona Five actually 
needs to read a language book? You either know it or you 
don't." 


Jessie rolled her eyes without looking at Fiona. 


"At least young Shiho here," Fiona placed her hand on the 
Japanese girl's shoulder, causing her to jump a bit because 
she wasn't paying attention, "doesn't use some book to 
practice her language skills, even if she sorely needs one." 


Now it was Shiho's turn to be annoyed. She wrinkled her 
nose underneath her glasses and stuck out her tongue ina 
cute childish way. | have to admit it was pretty adorable. 
She did things like that sometimes. 


As usual, Fiona was in her own world and ignored the looks 
from her friends. She put her gloved hand to her chest, 
showcasing her beauty. "I on the other hand am simply well 
verse in langue du Francais. Je suis La Belle!" 


"Tu es plus comme une bete!" Jessie spoke up still not 
looking at her. 


Ayla laughed seeming to understand what she said. She 
later told me that Fiona had referred to herself as beauty in 
French, while Jessie responded that she was more like The 
Beast. Okay, that was pretty funny. 


“"Humph," Fiona stopped combing my hair and folded her 
arms, "| know exactly what you said Jessica!" 


"That's why | said it," Jessie said with a coy tone of voice. 


Fiona looked over to Olivia, sitting alone looking out the 
window. 


"Ollie," Fiona grabbed her attention, "are you just going to 
sit there and let Jessica insult me like that?" 


Olivia jolted her attention towards Fiona. Like Shiho, she 
caught off guard. For someone like her, this was a rare slip. 


"Oh..." Now she looked to Jessie and scolded her in a half- 
hearted manner. "Jessica stop ridiculing Fiona in foreign 
languages." 


All of us, even Jessie, turned to look at her in utter 
confusion. 


"What is with you?!" Fiona asked in visceral tone. 


| wonder if Fiona knew about last night's antics. | had never 
seen Olivia kiss another woman outside The Fiona Five. | 
rarely saw her kiss anyone at all for that matter. Even kisses 
with Fiona were few and far between. | was actually worried 
for a brief moment someone had spiked HER drink. 


Shortly after Fiona finished her hair-styling sessions with me, 
we arrived in Paris. My apprehension did subside seeing the 
city again, but Fiona's happiness really shined, even behind 
her sunglasses. | think Jessie was excited too, so Fiona 
ended up grabbing her hand to prance out of the train 
station. Ayla and | sort of locked arms with Shiho welcoming 
her to our favorite Fiona Five vacation spot. Only Olivia still 
seemed out of place. | went over to put my arm around her, 
but she shook me off. 


"Just leave her alone," Ayla suggested. 


Once we came to a driver, Fiona tested her French. While 
She certainly sounded divine speaking the language, | don't 
think her French skills were all she built them up to be. | 
don't even remember her fairing better the last time we 
were here. The driver looked confused. 


"Fiona," Jessie didn't waste an opportunity to burn her, "you 
just asked him to make you a sandwich." 


Ayla laughed at that, but Fiona gave Jessie a dirty look. 


Jessie on the other hand was able to explain to the driver 
where our hotel was. She had to think about it more so than 
when she spoke Spanish or Japanese, but Jessie's language 
Skills were just as impressive as ever. The driver smiled at 
Jessie's charm and drove us to the hotel. 


Paris... well the stories are true. Even if it was slightly 
overcast that day, Paris was a romantic city, and even more 


romantic being with my girl. Ayla walked arm in arm with me 
along the river and didn't shy away from giving me a kiss 
every once in a while. Jessie was also pretty touchy feely 
with her girlfriend, but Shiho's camera took precedent as 
always. Seeing Jessie's loving look as she watched her 
girlfriend become excited over the sites was sweet. Fiona 
played tour guide this time, enjoying Knowing something. As 
usual, we walked in a straight line this time with Fiona 
Slightly out front. We stopped in every high-end shop she 
wanted as she continued to try her hand at French... badly. 


With Olivia pouting the whole time, | was surprised to see 
how much Fiona and Jessica were getting along. They 
frequently commented while window-shopping finding 
something they liked or not and laughed with each other in 
agreement. They held hands and squealed, it was just so 
cute. Even watching the two of them share cigarettes in the 
open was enjoyable to see. They loved each other there was 
no doubt about it, but shopping and walking the streets of 
Paris just brought them together. Then again, maybe Fiona 
just needed a new BBF for the day since Olivia wasn't 
herself. Shiho even laughed with Fiona going to all the 
shops, trying on different shoes, scarves, hats, and yes, 
gloves. 


We came to the Trocadero Gardens, lined with perfect green 
lawns, impressive architecture and beautiful fountains 
shooting high into the air. To top it all off, the magnificent 
Eiffel Tower in the background. Fiona announced any fun- 
facts she knew about the site, but Jessie challenged her, 
thinking she knew everything about it. Fortunately, they 
didn't get super-mad at each other, which was good. It was 
like they were a bickering comedy act, laughing at their own 
jokes. 


"Hey Shiho," Fiona called out, "I'm sure you'll want a picture 
of this." 


"| do!" Shiho responded in an enthusiastic tone. 


So another ten minutes of shots with different people, and 
Jessie convinced some French lad to take a picture of us. 
This ended up being one my personal favorite pictures of 
the trip, | think everyone's. It didn't matter if the skies were 
a little grey, the atmosphere, the looks on our face, it was 
precious... that is except for Olivia. There wasn't a single 
picture of her smiling. She still posed in a Victoria Beckham 
kind of way, but she just wasn't having fun. 


It was now time to walk across the Jena Bridge over the 
River Seine. Fiona decided to walk very slowly, so Shiho 
could get more pictures, for once not annoyed at this. | 
guess she had so much pride in Paris that she wanted to 
Share that with everyone. She talked about how Napoleon 
had constructed the bridge after The Battle of Jena, but | felt 
distracted looking down the river. Let's just say it brought 
back a bad recent memory. 


"Don't get any ideas!" Ayla held onto me. 
"I'm not Aylee," | chuckled. 


Actually, my nightmarish vision changed when | saw a 
gondola appear from under the bridge. A couple was seated 
inside with the gondolier paddling down the river. | fawned 
over that and held onto Ayla tighter. 


"Actually, | am getting an idea. Howabout we go on one of 
those?" 


Ayla looked down at the Gondola riding through the river. 
Then she let go of me and almost fell over laughing. Rather 


than respond to me, she ran over to Shiho and grabbed her 
hand: 


"Shiho," She pointed to the rower. 


"Oh!" Shiho's eyes lit up as she took ten pictures in a row of 
the gondola. 


Jessie and Fiona stopped to look at what she was getting so 
giddy over. 


"Ah yes," Fiona continued as tour guide, "Gondola rides 
through the river, another beautiful feature of Paris." 


"Didn't you fall off one time?" Jessie taunted her. 
"We will not discuss such things!" Fiona marched us on. 


Well my request for Ayla and | to share a Gondola would 
have to wait. We were now standing at the Eiffel Tower. Last 
time we were in Paris, we didn't get this close. | had no idea 
why, it was one of the most famous landmarks in the entire 
world. It was even more impressive up close. It almost 
reminded me of The Seattle Space Needle, which | had 
obviously seen a million times, but this iron-building was like 
a travel through time. 


"I'm almost expecting Marie Antoinette," | said to Fiona, "To 
be standing here holding a cake." 


Jessie laughed at my joke, but Fiona shook her head. 


"| do not understand." Shiho stated, obviously not up on 
Western History. 


"Oh sweet Kelsey," She said putting her hand on my 
shoulder, "The Eiffel Tower was constructed long after the 


beautiful Marie Antoinette met her end. Though | can 
imagine the shock of seeing something so magnificent like 
this in her country." 


"Yeah," Jessie spoke up, "She would have lost her head." 


Now it was my turn to laugh at her joke. Once again Shiho 
looked confused over what was so funny. 


"Ha ha ha," Fiona mocked her, "You think you're so clever, 
don't you Jessica?" 


"Mais Qui Madamoiselle Winston!" Jessie came up to Fiona 
and ran her hands along her face. 


Shiho shook her head. | think she was jealous of all the 
affection Jessica was showing towards Fiona. But rather than 
get obsessed with that, she held out her camera and ran to 
Ayla's side, "Ayla, | want to take picture with you." 


It was only now | realized that Ayla had been standing like a 
statue, staring at a bench looking up at the Tower. She 
Slowly walked over towards it. The look on her face was that 
of sadness. 


"Aylee?" | walked after her. 


She sat down on the bench and ran her gloved hands along 
the empty space seated next to her. She looked up the 
famous Paris Tower and let out a high-pitched sigh. Her head 
looked down to the grass. 


"Baby," | sat down in the space she had been patting and 
put my arms around her, "what's wrong?" 


Maybe she was still thinking about the Niagara Falls 
incident. 


"Nothing," she said. 


Suddenly Jessie came up from behind and put her hands on 
Ayla's shoulders, "Cheer up," she said, "you've got your 
girlfriend sitting right next to you this time." 


"God," Olivia spoke up, but not in her usual visceral tone, 
"Are we really going to go through this again? See this is 
why | didn't want to come here." 


In a rare show of affection, Fiona sat next to Ayla and put 
her arm around her, "I miss her too Ayla." 


Brenda... they were talking about Brenda. Of course they 
were. | vaguely remembered someone mentioning when 
Brenda took Ayla to Paris just the two of them. This bench 
must have had some significance to their relationship. 
Maybe it was here where Ayla first said the words 'I love 
you.' Of course knowing how kinky their relationship was, 
maybe they had sex on this bench. No, this must have been 
something more special. | didn't know because Ayla didn't 
talk about Brenda. From the very beginning of our 
relationship, she didn't want to. But every once in a while, 
something would trigger an old memory with Brenda, 
reminding me of the huge gap she left in the group; a gap | 
had to fill. 


Ayla wrapped her arms around me and gave me her best 
smile, "Sorry Kelsey. Jessie's right, | have you now and | love 
you more than anything." 


That didn't make me feel better. No matter how much Ayla 
tried to convince me that she loved me and she was over 
Brenda, these moments reminded me of the truth. A piece 
of Ayla's heart was still beating for Brenda. 


"Ayla-chan," Shiho got down on her knees right in front of 
Ayla to check on her. Then, looking very self-conscious, she 
moved very slowly towards Ayla's lips. To the shock of us all, 
she and gave her a small kiss. 


It was so cute! The shyness of how she did it was what sold 
it. Such a bold act from our most "innocent" member was so 
endearing. The look on Ayla's face changed. We both had 
been wondering when the japanese girl would give in to 
Fiver affections, and it seemed like now was that time. 


Jessie and Fiona both let out an "awwww," which forced Ayla 
and Shiho to laugh in embarrassment. Where was Shiho's 
camera for this? Maybe Fiona was thinking the same thing, 
as she rubbed her chin with her pink leather hand at this. 


Ayla was quick to her feet, cheer up, and tell us to move on. 
It was like the kiss was a jolt of energy. Obviously she wasn't 
okay from having her memory of Brenda suddenly rush to 
the her front conscious, but if she wanted to let it go, that's 
the way it would be. 


After that little snag, Fiona led us along, while Ayla tried to 
make up for the Brenda moment by putting all her affection 
on me. | had to let that go. Ayla still had feelings for Brenda, 
but sometimes | still had feelings for Fiona. | sometimes had 
feelings for Jessie! | lived with her for two years after all. It 
could be a mess, mentally speaking. If it were up to Ayla, 
maybe we'd all have one big orgy. Is that even something | 
would agree to? Catch me on the right day, and maybe I'd 
Say yes. 


After a fabulous early duck dinner and more shopping, Fiona 
brought us back to prepare for The Ball. Now was the time 

to show off those new ball gowns we had bought. Fiona even 
brought that hair stylist to our hotel to help us look our best. 


Of course, there was a bit of confusion when Olivia told the 
hair-stylist she had to wear gloves the whole time. Jessie 
took up so much of the hairdresser's time, | thought we'd 
never get out turn. Luckily my cut was pretty easy and 
Ayla's hair was so funky anyway, she didn't require much 
attention for it. 


Slipping into my new slim-fit Purple gown took some time. 
Both Ayla and | put rubber gloves on while getting dressed. 
Ayla kept touching me and kissing me the whole time. She 
still was trying to make up for what had happened earlier, 
so | had to calm her down. 


Her blue gown was slightly different from mine, but | loved it 
just the same. She made me come into the bathroom with 
her so we could change into our new leather gloves. Ayla 
took great care putting the new snug purple leather gloves 
on me. Anytime | got a new pair of gloves, they always felt 
amazing. These just molded to my arms, giving me a soft, 
subtle feeling. | then proceeded to wiggle my fingers and 
arms around and rub them on Ayla's face. 


"Mmmmm," Ayla moaned, "New gloves, they feel so good!" 


"Don't get any ideas!" | taunted her, saying what she said to 
me at the bridge. 


Ayla laughed, "I'll try not to." 


Now it was my turn to put Ayla's gloves on her. | was the 
only woman in the world that was allowed to touch her 
hands. That was something to be proud of. Once our gloves 
were on and we scrunched our fingers together, Ayla kissed 
me heavily. | had to remind her what we had talked about in 
England, and she begrudgingly calmed down. 


After the hair-stylist left, we all got together in the living 
room of the hotel suite and fawned over our gowns. Every 
time | thought | had seen Fiona at her most beautiful, she 
topped herself. And tonight, she was the definition of 
beauty. Everyone looked great in their new gowns and 
gloves. It was going to be a fun time. Maybe I'd get a 
second chance to be a princess again. 


"We look absolutely divine," Fiona smiled and posed. 


"| think | look the most divine," Jessie put on a fake-posh 
voice, "If | do say so myself." 


“How about me?" | joined in. 


"Quite festive my dear!" Ayla's posh tone of voice sounded 
more mocking than anything else. She wrapped her hands 
around my neck and kissed me. 


"Careful," | said, "You'll mess up my make-up!" 


Olivia and Shiho were being silent. All this must be different 
for the foreigner, but Olivia should be used to this by now. 
Instead, she just sort of stood against the wall silently, 
blankly looking at Shiho's non-glasses face. 


"So," Fiona spoke up gathering our attention, wiggling her 
gloved fingers in the air, "I've been thinking about this long 
and hard. Obviously we don't have chaperones, so we'll just 
be paired in twos." 


"Si," Jessie spoke up, "I think that's been the plan all along. 
Are they homophobes or something? Cause that would have 
to be a first for France." 


"However," Fiona said taking Jessie's hand, "I reckon it 
would make for a more memorable evening if we change 


things up this time. Jessica, | want you to be my date for the 
Ball." 


Jessie's smile faded. It took a while for her to turn her head 
to Fiona, giving her an ‘are you crazy' kind of look. | can't 
even imagine what Olivia or Shiho were thinking, even 
though Olivia didn't speak up. From where | was standing, | 
picked up a soft sigh coming from her. Maybe Fiona had 
already told her she was going to do this. 


"Fifi," Jessie started off delicately, "I think someone spiked 
your drink this time." 


"| Knew you were going to say that," Fiona shook her head. 
"Jessie is my date." Shiho protested. | didn't blame her. 


"No," Fiona spoke calmly, as if correcting a child, "You'll be 
going with Ayla." 


Ayla and Shiho looked to each other. While Shiho was in 
complete shock, | could swear there was a small gleam in 
Ayla's eye as if to say ‘This could be fun.’ While | should 
have been shocked by this, it wasn't like this never 
happened before. This was basic Fiona 101 here. So if Jessie 
and Fiona were together, and Ayla and Shiho were, that left 
me with Olivia... a very gloomy Olivia. How would she feel 
about that? 


It was Ayla's turn to speak up, "So, did you move on from 
wanting to get in Kelsey's pants to Jessie's?" 


"I'm not getting in anyone's pants Ayla!" Fiona's tone of 
voice sounded more annoyed, "I just want to do something 
different, that's all. We're always paired off with each other. | 
haven't seen you all in so long. The whole point of the trip 
was to be The Fiona Five again, not a romantic getaway. And 


Jessica, | wanted you to be my date for the evening. The two 
of us walking into the most glamorous ball together, a 
beautiful blonde, a beautiful Spanish girl, it will be 
magnificent." 


"Oh," Jessie spoke in a condescending tone, "So | can just be 
your Mexican Geisha?" Now she just started speaking ina 
stereotypical bad-Mexican accent, "Oh yes Ms. Fiona. | go 
with you to Ball and lick your ass!" 


"You know-" Olivia finally spoke up still standing against the 
wall. 


Everyone turned to look at her, Knowing she had barely 
spoken all day. Her tone of voice had returned to its usual 
arrogant tone. She speaking slowly as well, maybe wanting 
Shiho to understand her better: 


"For someone as supposedly smart as you Jessica, you are 
so clueless. You're always talking about wanting to bea 
World leader, and here's your chance to meet many 
respected French figures, not to mention people from other 
countries, through Fiona. You're really going to pass that up 
just because you want ANOTHER date with your girlfriend?" 


Jessie didn't answer her. Maybe Olivia's words were getting 
to her. 


"Really," she continued, walking closer to Fiona's side, "How 
much time did you really give Fiona in her time of need? You 
rarely called, you took time to visit Shelia in Japan-" 


"Shiho!" The Japanese girl corrected her. 


Olivia didn't stop, "You've spent very little time with Fiona on 
this trip. Why not grant her the wish of being her date just 


for one night? I'm willing to step aside and spend some time 
with Kelsey. Why can't you be supportive to your friend?" 


As always, Olivia was the reason behind Fiona's madness. 
Jessica, always so immune to her manipulation, shrugged 
and thought about it. Somehow Olivia could make Fiona's 
crazy ideas sound like they meant something more than just 
selfish desires. 


"Please Jessica," Fiona smiled and took her hands. She 
seemed genuinely humble about taking Jessica for the night. 


Jessie sighed, "If it's okay with Shiho, it's okay with me." 


Now the attention was on Shiho. The Japanese guest 
seemed torn over the idea. | think part of me wanted her to 
return to those stubborn ways of hers. | wanted to be with 
my girlfriend tonight. | could tell she did as well, but she 
looked from one to the other, her obvious mental battle 
playing out on that pretty face. 


"Okay." She relented, "If everyone agree." 


Ayla put her arm around Shiho, but glanced my way. She 
didn't even have to say anything. | just nodded, giving her 
the green-light. | trusted Ayla, | Knew she wasn't going to do 
anything crazy to Shiho. Of course, now | had to consider 
the difficulty of making Olivia happy. 


"Are you Okay going with me Olivia?" | went up to her. 


"What choice do | have?" Olivia replied and started walking 
towards her room, "I'm going to get my bag." 


She wasn't okay with this. | foresaw many possibilities over 
this whole thing: If Fiona knew that Olivia had been making 
out with Sarah the night before, maybe this was punishment 


for going behind her back. That seemed very hypocritical 
coming from someone who sought me out when | was 
already taken. Then again, maybe Fiona had planned this all 
along and needed Olivia's support, which she begrudgingly 
gave her. If | was going to take Olivia out for the night, | 
needed to have a quick heart-to-heart with her. 


| stepped into her room while the others discussed their 
plans, specifically Jessie taunting Fiona over dancing. 


"Olivia?" | asked. 


| caught her sitting on the bed looking down at the ground 
with her back to me. She immediately got up and headed 
for her bag, casually taking stuff out and putting it back in. 
She wasn't fooling anybody. 


"Yas?" 


| walked towards her, "What's going on? You've been down 
all day?" 


"I'm not down!" She mocked me without looking at me, "I'm 
tired. | did pick you up from the Falls a few days ago. You're 
not as thin as you let on you know." 


Ouch! 
"Are-" | cut right to the chase, "Are you mad at me?" 


Olivia put her bag down and stood there with her back to 
me. | guess she really was mad at me. 


“Now why," Olivia slowly spoke as she turned around giving 
me her hypnotizing glare, "Would | be mad at you?" She 
folded her arms. 


“Because you now have to go to the ball with the unpolished 
apartment dweller of the group who takes drugs and jumps 
into large bodies of water?" 


Olivia stared at me for a minute. | guess that was a lot to 
take in. Then she looked up to the ceiling, closed her eyes 
and guffawed at my comment, in a very forced way: 


"We're beyond that stage Kelsey dear. You're actually the 
good one of the group. You're the only one other than Fiona 
I'd actually consider taking as a date. Your girlfriend doesn't 
seem to be very interested in The Fiona Five anymore. That 
new Asian of Jessica's is just... nothing! Uncultured and 
frankly a bit stubborn. Yes, you are officially not the poor 
woman of the group anymore. Be thankful for that. And as 
for Jessica herself..." 


Olivia groaned. Here it was. Something that had been 
building up for a while: 


"| really don't like Jessica. | never have." 


"| know," | tried to support her, "Jessie can be a little full of 
herself at times. But you Know she's a good woman-" 


"It's not that," Olivia said as she inched closer to me, "Yes, 
Jessica means well, and she has supported us over the 
years, but open your eyes Kelsey. Jessica WANTS to be 
Fiona. Maybe she even wants Fiona herself." 


"Olivia, you know that's not true-" 


“Ever since middle school," Olivia didn't allow me to 
interrupt, "Jessica Perez has thought SHE was the ruler of 
campus. All that school-spirit, political involvement 
nonsense, it's just to prop herself up. And the minute she 
got a little bit of popularity in high school, suddenly she had 


to be the leader along with Fiona. And Fiona actually went 
along with it!" 


| knew this was how Olivia felt about Jessie. Getting her to 
rejoin The Fiona Five in Senior Year was like a negotiation. 


"And now, since Jessica's suddenly this up-and-coming 
political student and has huge breasts, she gets to stand 
next to Fiona at the ball." 


"If you're so against this," | asked, "Why did you stand up for 
Fiona just now?" 


"Because it makes her happy," Olivia said, "That's what | 
live for Kelsey. You should know that by now." 


| nodded my head. 


"Look," Olivia held my hands, "I appreciate you trying to 
play therapist with me, but do me a favor. Tonight, just be a 
good date for me. Love me, worship me, treat me like you 
would treat Ayla... on second thought, don't treat me like 
Ayla. Treat me the way | treat Fiona." 


"Sure Olivia," | smiled at her. Seeing her in a vulnerable 
state, it was somewhat attractive, "You know Alicia thought 
the two of us made a cute couple." 


Olivia stared at me like | had cursed her name. Uh oh... 
should | not have said that? 


"Ugh, that two faced bitch!" Olivia dropped my hands and 
grabbed her bag. "Are you ready to go?" 


"Yeah. ul 


Olivia held her arm out, "Put your arm in mine." 


| did as she asked me to. 


"Don't even think about kissing me or touching me 
inappropriately. And don't ask me to dance either. I'll give 
you one Waltz, and then I'm staying off my feet. You want to 
steal your girl away from Shiho, that's your prerogative." 


So this is what it felt like to date Olivia. It didn't feel very 
romantic at all. 
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If there was anything else as a kid | wanted to be other than 
President, it was a dancer. 


| grew up watching music videos and spent endless 
afternoons trying to copy what | saw. My friends and would 
make up our own co-ordinated dances. | can't imagine how 
many times | fell on my cula perfecting cartwheels or trying 
to do backflips. | also took ballet as early as Kindergarten. 
There was this upscale after-school class that taught ball- 
room dancing, so | begged my mom to enroll me in it. Ayla 
would also attend the same class, though not at the same 
time as me. And unfortunately, it was the most boring, 
Sleep-inducing experience ever. Step, turn, step, turn, 
ZZZZZZ... 


This was the earliest | remember wearing fancy gloves, 
short white ones, though I'm sure | had worn some before 
then, maybe to church. At the time, wearing gloves wasn't 
really my thing, so | didn't get all gaga over them. My 
mother still told me to wear them the entire time because 
she thought I'd lose them, so from the time | left for class, 
until | got home, | was gloved. 


Three girls attended the class a couple times: Brenda, Olivia 
and Fiona. It was the first time | saw them and immediately 


struck by how overly dressed they were, even wearing long 
satin gloves rather than short ones. | think it was the second 
day | ended up with Fiona as a dance partner. There were 
many more girls than boys, so girls would get paired 
together quite often. | danced so often with my friends that | 
had no issue with this. | wasn't looking to date any of these 
fracasados anyway. 


The three gueras flat out refused to dance with boys, only 
wanting to dance with each other. Olivia and Brenda ended 
up arguing over which one was going to be paired with 
Fiona, so the impatient instructor impartially joined my 
gloved hands with Fiona's, leaving Brenda and Olivia as 
partners. Dancing with Fiona, she didn't say a single word, 
barely made eye contact with me, and was stiff as a board. 
It wasn't a fun class, and | didn't even care how nice her 
gloves or dress were. | didn't even bother trying to make 
conversation with her. 


The only thing | noticed dancing with her was how much her 
hands were shaking, even while holding mine with gloves 
on. Maybe she was nervous dancing with someone she 
didn't know. | never got to ask her about it, because she left 
class before | could say a word to her. 


Actually... | did try to say something to her. | asked about 
her gloves: 


"Your gloves are so pretty. Where did you get them?" 


"Shhhh... I'm concentrating," Was the only phrase she spoke 
to me. 


The stupid thing is that Fiona and | totally forgot about this 
until | joined The Fiona Five and suddenly the memory was 
jogged. Still, from then on, we never seriously danced 


together. Somehow this just never came up. Well, here at 
the Paris Ball, history would repeat itself. 


Dios ayudame! 


Why did | agree to this? | don't know, why did | agree to go 
on vacation in the first place when | could have just had a 
nice private getaway with Shiho? Fiona did say ‘please’. She 
hardly ever said that very often and meant it. Before | was 
paired with her, | had to reassure my Shiho-chan that | 
wasn't blowing her off. 


"It's okay," She said to me privately, "| get to date Ayla 
tonight!" 


She almost said it like she was trying to make me jealous, 
but actually it made me laugh. | had no reservations about 
her being with Ayla that night. I'm sure Ayla knew that if she 
touched Shiho, | would hunt her down, tie her up, and... 
probably scold her for not waiting for me to join in. Don't 
judge me. 


The event was held at The Hotel De Crillon, a magnificent 
historical luxury hotel. The building's beautiful architecture 
was lit up, we could hear the sound of the fountain gushing 
in the background. Naturally, the guests really were dressed 
like they were visiting Empress Josephine. Some even wore 
masks, going for a masquerade-type event. | would have 
loved to have worn a mask for a change of pace (I know 
Ayla really would too), but Fiona hated covering up her face. 


Exiting the limo, Fiona seemed a little nervous. Not that she 
was sweating or breathing heavy, it was just little things | 
glimpsed because of being so close to her. Holding her 
gloved hand, | could feel it shaking slightly, just like she did 
in that first dance class. 


Entering into the lobby, she retained her perfect posture, 
put on her best smile and wrapped her arm in mine. | did 
the same, though | didn't have to try so hard. As far as | was 
concerned this crowd of bourgeoisie had nothing on me. | 
was the rock star. Maybe that's why Fiona picked me as her 
partner. Who knows? 


If the hotel was astounding to gaze upon on the outside, it 
was even more stunning in the ballroom. The chandeliers, 
the gold curtains, the inlay, the artwork, it just shined like 
the sun. It really did feel like we had stepped back in time, 
in a scene from Pride and Prejudice (without the Zombies). 


Fiona and I, still with our arms locked together, stopped for 
a minute to take it in. It was at this point that | saw Kelsey 
and Olivia come up beside us to our right, also locking arms. 
Kelsey's wide-eyed innocence was written all over her face 
looking up at the hotel. Olivia didn't seem quite as 
impressed. This couple just did not fit. Coming up from 
behind us on my left, | watched Shiho walk up with Ayla. 
Like in our rooms, | allowed myself to gaze at her. She 
looked absolutely gorgeous in that gown, and almost 
unrecognizable without her glasses on. It still shocked me. 
She's still the same beautiful girl | met three years ago, but 
damn if she doesn't posh-up nicely. | don't care what Fiona 
or Olivia say, Shiho can rock that ball gown just as well as 
any of us. She seemed comfortable with Ayla and vise versa. 
My eyes met with Shiho and | gave her a little wink. That 
made her smile. After three years, that smiles still gives me 
butterflies. 


However, the six of us did not stay glued together the whole 
time. Eventually, Fiona dragged me around to mingle with 
the high-class crowd. 


“"Bonsoir Mademoiselle Winston," A tall, dark French man, 
sporting a white-tie tuxedo and white gloves approached us, 
followed closely by another younger, more handsome man 
dressed in the same way. 


"Bonsoir Monsieur Claudel," Fiona responded in her best 
French accent, maybe with too chipper an attitude. It 
seemed to reveal her eagerness. 


"S'il vous plait," Claudel chuckled and suddenly spoke in 
English, "Call me Jean." He reached for Fiona's gloved hand 
and held it with his own, "Delighted that you could join us." 


With that, Claudel kissed the top of her glove in a very 
gentleman-like way. 


"Merci," Fiona curtsied and looked to me. | was just waiting 
for her to make the first move. She hadn't exactly made me 
her official mouth-piece for this event, so | wasn't about to 
speak for her, "Voila," she gently pulled me forward by 
holding my hand, "Mon ami, Jessica Perez." 


| put on my best smile and offered my hand to Claudel, 
"Enchente Monsieur Claudel. Comment allez-vous ce soir?" 


"Ah," Claudel smiled and took my hand, "Bien!" He kissed 
my gloved hand as he did with Fiona's, "Your francais is 
quite good, no?" 


| don't think Fiona liked Claudel complimenting my French 
over her's. 


"Jessica," Fiona dropped her French and spoke to me in 
English, "Monsieur Claudel was a overseas partner of my 
father's, now he works with The United Nations." She then 
looked to Claudel still speaking in English, "Jessica here is 
studying for a career in Politics." 


Well it turned out Fiona wasn't lying. Meeting a high 
government official did in fact interest me. It felt strange 
meeting him as Fiona's ‘date’ but | most likely wouldn't have 
been able to speak with him under any other circumstances. 


"Je vois," He chuckled, "Mademoiselle Perez, perhaps we will 
work together one day." 


"J'espere que oui!" | smiled at him. 


Claudel looked to the younger man standing next to him, 
"Please if you will meet Monsieur Pierre Godard." 


Godard simply bowed and replied, "A please to meet you 
both." 


"Won't the two of you join us for a drink?" Claudel asked, 
"You are of drinking age now, no?" 


"Mais oui!" Fiona smiled. 


As we walked with them to their table | asked Fiona if we 
should invite the others, but she didn't want to. In her mind, 
it would make for a more intimate meeting. Now this whole 
pairing was starting to make sense. Fiona wanted someone 
with a knowledge of political affairs to engage in 
conversation with her hosts. 


| looked back and saw Olivia staring back at us, stuck with 
the three underlings of the group. She didn't like it. It was 
written all over her face. 


We had sat down with our drinks and even enjoying 
Cigarettes, me, Fiona, Claudel, Godard and a few other 
attendees at the table who drifted in and out of our 
conversation. The men had taken their gloves off to drink 
and smoke. 


"Will you not remove your gloves when drinking 
Madeimoselle?" Godard asked me personally. 


Claudel laughed, "Pierre, clearly you are not familiar with 
Ralph Winston's famous gloved daughter. You will never 
catch her not wearing gloves, even outside of a fancy 
setting such as this." 


"A proper lady," Fiona defended herself, "Should never 
remove her gloves." 


"| even remember your father speaking of that," Claudel 
teased her, "That he can't get his daughter to ever remove 
her gloves." 


Wow... | never heard anybody say that. The way Fiona spoke 
about her gloves, it seemed it was highly encouraged by her 
parents to protect her hands. Apparently that wasn't the 
case. Fiona seemed embarrassed by that, like Claudel was 
revealing some personal secret. 


"Speaking of Ralph," Claudel asked after sipping his wine, 
"Is your father running for President again? Or is that just a 
rumor?" 


“Just a rumor," Fiona answered very politely, "Though if my 
father was President, America would be an even greater 
country." 


Mierda! 


Apparently | wasn't the only to think so. Claudel said 
something in French to the rest of the table, which lead to 
laughter from almost everyone else. | don't know what he 
said, but it couldn't have been too encouraging. 


While Claudel and Fiona spoke, | decided to engage more 
with Pierre Godard, "Monsieur Godard, comment connaissez- 
vous Monsieur Claudel?" 


"Please," Godard asked me, "Let's talk English. It is good 
practice for me." 


"Well," | smiled at him, "| need to practice mon francais 
aussi!" 


"We talk in English first," Godard smiled, "Then Francais." 


"As you wish," | agreed with him, "So how do you know 
Monsieur Claudel? You two work together?" 


Pierre took a deep breath and looked at him. He was deep in 
conversation with Fiona, or rather rambling on about himself 
while she pretended to listen. He looked back at me with an 
uneasy smile and responded: 


"Jean is my partner. My... how-you-say, boyfriend." 
"Oh," | reacted, rather surprised to hear that. 
He laughed, "You were not expecting that | suppose?" 


| hesitated. | so rarely met politicians in The United States 

who were gay, let alone foreign politicians, it almost threw 
me for a loop that these two were a couple. This could turn 
out to be a very meaningful conversation. 


"| apologize," | finally responded, "I did not know, but... it's... 
just so cute." 


‘Cute'? Did | say that aloud? Dios Mio Jessie, comportante! 


Fortunately Pierre chuckled in good humor and responded, 
"Oui, Jean est tres mignon, n'est pas?" 


"Oui," | smiled. 


"And you?" He asked, "You are Fiona's girlfriend, are you 
not?" 


Fiona's girlfriend? Was |? | don't remember Fiona ever 
introducing me as her girlfriend, or showing any signs of it. 
I'm guessing Fiona wasn't all that interested in pretending 
that | was with her. So | just told the truth. 


"No, not exactly." 


"You must not be shy around us," Pierre challenged me, "I 
told you my secret, surely you can let me in on yours." 


"Good point," | said. 


| really didn't want to get into this. Even though | never 
denied my sexual orientation in college, | didn't want it to be 
the focus of my identity. | didn't want to go into the political 
field known as a lesbian and nothing else. | didn't know 
Pierre, but he was right. He had confided in me a personal 
truth, and this was something | wanted to explore. It was 
only fair that | tell him the truth. 


| looked around the room and found where Shiho was sitting. 
She was still with Ayla at a table with Kelsey and Olivia and 
a group of guys and girls. Olivia seemed to be leading the 
conversation with Kelsey. Shiho looked a little bored. But she 
turned to see me. 


"You see that cutie right there?" | pointed her out to Pierre, 
“That's Shiho, ma cherie." 


Shiho waved at me ever-so-cutely with her white gloves. 


"Ah," Pierre showed interest, "I see. She is uh... where is she 
from?" 


"Japan," | answered. 


"Japan," Pierre looked to me, "I see your... your hesitation. 
You are training to be a politician in The United States, but 
you are with a foreign woman. That is frowned upon in your 
country, is it not?" 


"Doesn't help," | said, "Is Monsieur Claudel open about your 
relationship?" 


"Yes," Pierre responded, "Finally. Took him long enough. And 
to answer your next question, yes our relationship was met 
with some resistance. Though not so much as I'm sure your 
government would." 


"Maybe | should get a job in Paris then," | joked. 


"You should consider finishing your education in Paris," He 
suggested, "I'm sure Jean would more than happy to 
recommend you to any of our universities." 


"Merci," | answered. Though as far as | was concerned, | was 
finishing my education in America no matter what. 


Pierre was kind enough to answer any other questions about 
a career in politics as a gay man. Soon enough though, the 
orchestra began to perform Baroque music. It certainly 
sounded like something one would have heard in the 18th 
century French court: elegant, beautiful, and appallingly 
boring. Claudel announced it was time to dance, in a rather 
enthusiastic way. 


"Come Jessica," Fiona offered me her hand, "Let's dance." 


"Mais Oul Mademoiselle Fiona," | smiled at took her hand. 


As we made our way to the dance-floor, Fiona's assured 
demeanor disappeared as she whispered in my ear: 


"Now go easy," She said, "This is a new gown, | don't want it 
ripped because of your rambunctious attitude." 


"| wonder if they Know any Pop Rocks songs," | whispered to 
her. 


"Ugh!" Fiona turned up her nose. That incident with Katie 
Kerrigan was probably sill an open wound, though 
suggesting rock music be played at this venue was just as 
insulting. 


"I'm kidding Fifi!" | told her. 


And so here we were again, performing the step-turn line- 
dance routine we had learned as kids. In fact, everyone on 
the dance-floor was in synch, performing L'Allemande or 
other noble dances. | had to really dumb down my steps in 
order to allow Fiona to dance with me. Why couldn't | dance 
with Ayla right now? Even if we were limited in the moves 
we could do with conservative music, we could pull off a 
complicated allemande or something. 


"Haven't done this in a while, have we?" | asked. 
"Shhhh... I'm concentrating Jessica." Fiona looked serious. 


Well that was a flashback to our youth. Over ten years of 
dance classes and she was no better than she was as a little 


girl. 


Dancing with Fiona... it just didn't make sense. She hated 
dancing. | get that she was in amongst a high social class 


and needed a good dance partner to make her look good, 
but this whole business with me acting as her girlfriend, it 
just didn't seem right. Why was she punishing Olivia in this 
way? 


"So Fiona," | finally asked her out of nowhere, "What's going 
on with you and Olivia?" 


Fiona groaned, "Nothing. Let me concentrate. | haven't 
danced in-" 


"Fifi," | wouldn't let it go, "C'mon, something's going on. Tell 
your sister what's happening. Or rather, tell your date 
what's happening." 


Fiona stopped in her tracks, "Jessica, I'm having a wonderful 
time tonight. I'm finally feeling better from what happened 
at Niagara Falls. Can we just enjoy a dance together. 
Please?!" 


‘Please.’ There was that word again. Yes, something 
definitely was looming over Fiona and Olivia's relationship. 
My following sigh must have led her to finally stop and 
explain herself. 


"Jessica," She spoke with her hands to her side and looked 
into my eyes, "I just wanted a night with you. | miss you, 
okay? | haven't seen you in so long. You're so caught up with 
that girlfriend of yours, you never come to see me. We were 
friends long before you met her, remember? It's frustrating." 


"Are you," | tried to put my thoughts together but ended up 
chuckling, "Are you jealous of Shiho and |?" 


"Ugh," Fiona sighed, "Of course you don't understand." She 
grabbed my hands, "Just be quiet and dance with me 


already. And can you try to remember that you're MY date 
for the evening." 


Well the date with Fiona seemed to drag on. The only thing 
that made it fun was that Shiho and Ayla came up next to us 
and danced in a similar style. They seemed to be showing 
off, they were just laughing, having a great time. | think 
Shiho liked the formal ball, and even more-so, liked being 
with Ayla. Should | be jealous? Maybe, because | knew that 
Fiona had me for the duration of the evening. 


At one point Ayla got me alone and suggested we ask the 
band if they knew some swing-dance music. Maybe we 
could shake up this lame party. But | declined. As much as | 
wanted to show off my dancing with Ayla, | knew Shiho was 
interested in seeing us dance together, this simply wasn't 
the time and place for it. It was Fiona's night, not mine. 


"Wow," Ayla told me, "She's really got you wrapped around 
her gloved finger!" 


... That hurt... but perhaps she was right. 


Chapter 22 


FIONA FIVE AROUND THE WORLD 
By SailorJane & Glee-Chan 
CHAPTER 22 - PARIS, FRANCE 
AYLA 


This was an odd night for sure. Jessie seemed to be 
reverting to old habits being Fiona's personal servant again. 
How much fun would it have been if the two of us managed 
to coax the orchestra into playing some rock and roll and 
really cutting loose in this ballroom? Jessie assured me that 
we'd have a chance to ourselves during this trip. Maybe in 
Hawaii? At a Luau? With both of us in grass skirts... and... 
nothing underneath? 


"Ayla?" Shiho grabbed my attention. 


"Oh," | looked back to her after spacing out thinking about 
being naked with Jessie in a grass-skirt, "Sumimasen Shiho- 
chan." 


"English Ayla!" Shiho insisted, though there was a smile 
there. She liked it when | attempted Japanese. 


Dancing with her was okay. Shiho could follow me, not that 
this waltzing crap was very difficult. But | really wanted to 
dance with Jessie. Actually, | really wanted to dance with my 
girlfriend right now. | felt like we needed some make-up time 
and tonight would have been a good opportunity. 
Unfortunately Fiona happened. 


| looked back to check with Kelsey and Olivia sitting at the 
table eating those disgusting slugs they served us. When 
Olivia wasn't looking, Kelsey looked to me an imitated a 
gagging gesture. | had to laugh at that, and be thankful | 
didn't get paired with Olivia. I'd rather go back to Niagra 
Falls and jump in myself... okay that was really morbid. 


"What you thinking?" Shiho seemed to be getting restless 
while we danced. 


| explained to her how ridiculous this whole situation was, 
and she agreed. | can't deny it though, | was excited to 
spend sometime with my newest Japanese import. | found 
myself drawn to her, which both made me thrilled, but also 
ashamed. Not only was this Jessie's girl, but | had one of my 
own A great girlfriend. Yet seeing Shiho in that gown... 
without her glasses on... in those different long leather 
white gloves... okay Ayla, get a hold of yourself... Although 
speaking of her gloves, | had a surprise up my sleeve for 
later. 


"You wanted to be with Jessie tonight, didn't you?" 
"Yes, but you is very good | think." 


That broken English. Why did it have to sound so cute? | 
corrected her, which she didn't take as an insult. By now she 
was used to it. 


Later on, Kelsey came up to us. | was hoping she would say 
“May | cut in" and we'd share a dance together. But that 
didn't happen. 


"Aylee," she said, "Olivia wants to go. She has a headache." 


Shiho rolled her eyes at that. | can't say | blamed her. 


"Oh," | put my arms around her, "We didn't get to dance 
yet." 


"| know," Kelsey wrapped her arms around me in a cutesy 
way and baby talked me, "I'm sorry." 


"It's okay," | kissed her on the lips. | didn't care if Olivia or 
Fiona came over and scolded me for it. | almost lost her the 
other night, "Take care of Princess Pout. We'll be fine." 


Kelsey hugged Shiho goodbye and said, "Shiho, take care of 
my Aylee, okay?" 


"| promise," Shiho said. 


We didn't dance much longer. Plus | was getting bored 
anyway. The repetitive steps were tiring my feet out even 
more than if | was swing dancing. Shiho didn't want to eat 
anymore of the food anyway. Hell, she couldn't even read 
the menu with that fancy cursive font they used. With that, 
the fact that she couldn't follow a lot of the conversation 
with people speaking in French or heavy french accented 
English, and the fact that her girlfriend was too busy 
chatting it up with Fiona and those political guys, Shiho 
wasn't having the best time. Speaking of which, if | didn't 
know better, | would have thought Jessie and Fifi were trying 
to hook up with those suits that night. 


So we split and headed back to the hotel. As we were 
leaving Shiho craned her head in the direction we saw Jessie 
and Fiona's table, but the two were nowhere to be seen. 
Perhaps she thought it would be rude to leave the two 
alone. We ordered room service, which was actually pretty 
good, if not pricey, but even that wasn't enough to satisfy 
Shiho's appetite. French food is an acquired taste, and | 
think she really wasn't feeling it. 


"| cook better." Shiho told me, "When we go to Japan, | show 
you." 


"You'll cook for me?" 


“Not just you." She gave me a playful look. "Everyone else 
too." 


“Aw damn, | thought | was special." 
"You are." Shiho smiled. 


That smile made me blush and | completely crushed over it. 
| could see why Jessie fell for her. Still, | felt bad. Play flirting 
and the occasional kiss aside, | had to think about Kelsey 
and Jessie. | don't think I'd ever do anything with Shiho, but 
damned if | was tempted. 


Shiho wanted to take off her dress now, so | helped her out. 
This wasn't helping my situation at all. However, when she 

asked me as politely as possible, practically begging me if 

she could take her gloves off, | smiled and shook my head. 

Now was the time. 


"Sorry," | said, "Strict orders from Jessica Perez. Shiho Inoue 
has to keep gloves on tonight." 


Shiho sighed. 


"However," | came up to her and playfully touched my 
gloved hands to her face, "| do have a surprise for you." 


"Surprise?" Shiho perked up, but quickly knew what it was | 
was talking about, "Oh, more gloves?" She didn't seem 
impressed. 


"Well," | pretended | was annoyed by that, "If you're gonna 
have an attitude about it, I'm not going to tell you." 


"No!" Shiho grabbed my arm, "You tell me now!" 


| had to laugh at that. Something about the way she said it 
just was so cute and funny at the same time. So | went over 
to my bag and looking through some things Kelsey and | had 
shopped for back in England. | grabbed what | was looking 
for and put it behind my back. | gave a smile to Shiho who 
was waiting impatiently. 


"| know what this is." 
"You sure?" | grinned at her. 


| wasted no time and presented the gift for her. It was a pair 
of gloves alright, but these were ivory colored and had a 
cute bow-design on the wrist (a pink one at that) along with 
lace trimming on the edges of the cuffs. | had to go to 
specific stories to pick these out, thanks to Fiona's shopping 
tips. | guess the girl can come in handy at times. | really 
liked how different and funky these gloves were and hoped 
she would appreciate them. 


Shah's eyes widened, "Oh!" She grabbed them softly, 
“Beautiful! My friend Sora wore gloves like this." 


"You like them?" 


"Did you know?" Shiho looked at me suspiciously, "Did Sora 
help you?" 


"Jessie told me," | explained, "You were really into her bow 
design. | just happened to find these and thought you'd 
enjoy them." 


"| want to wear them instead of Fiona's gloves," She told me 
extending her white gloved hand, "Can you take this off?" 


Taking off her gloves felt very personal for me, but | did help 
her. Shiho had beautiful hands, but | really wanted them 
covered with gloves as quickly as possible. Exchanging the 
long white leather gloves for these new bow-covered ones 
was a dramatic change. Still, they fit her perfectly. Once 
they were on, Shiho stared at them and eventually started 
to rub her face with them. 


"| love the gloves," She looked to me and hugged me. 
"| told you," | smiled gleefully, "| would get the gloves!" 


“Thank you Ayla," She hesitated in giving me a little kiss on 
the lips. That was all worth it, "I will wear these tonight if it 
is okay?" 


"| insist," | told her, "But maybe just tonight with us. Fiona 
will insist you keep your white gloves on in her presence." 


"| Know." Shiho knew the rules by now. 


After playing around with the gloves and our outfits, | sat 
her down on the bed, both of us in our underwear. We talked 
a bit about Jessie and she revealed a few more secrets 
about their original meetup in Japan. | really wanted to 
inquire more about how she had managed to recruit Jessie 
to our team (becoming a lesbian) but she didn't seem to be 
able to explain it very well in English. After some 
conversation, Shiho insisted we sleep and went into the 
bathroom. It was only now | realized | was about to share 
the one bed with Shiho. | had already been pondering how 
to break the news to her regarding the sleeping 
arrangements. 


"Uh Shiho," | said as she came back still in her underwear. 


"Ayla," she stopped me thinking she knew what | was about 
to say, "| will wear your gloves." She showed off the new 
gloves. "The gloves... feel good." 


“Thank you," | smiled, "But there's something else | have to 
tell you. When | sleep uh... how shall | put this... |... sleep.. 
naked. | can't sleep if I'm wearing clothes." 


"You wear gloves." Shiho pointed out. 


| looked at my blue leather gloves which | still hadn't taken 
off. "Aside from my gloves. | just can't sleep in any other 
clothes." 


"And we sleep together..." Shiho was putting two and two 
together. 


Maybe this was asking too much of her. | couldn't blame her 
for being hesitant, | was asking her to sleep with a naked 
girl who wasn't her girlfriend. | was just about to bite the 
bullet and tell her I'd wear something, which means I'd be 
tossing and turning all night. Then she started removing her 
pajama top. 


"We sleep naked then." 


"You don't have to," | told her, not at all sure if my eyes 
were glued to her breasts or not. 


"| still wear panties if okay." 
"Yeah yeah, that's fine!" | quickly reassured her. 


| took off my underwear, and while I'm sure | made no 
attempts to hide my admiration for that tight body of hers, 


she returned the favor and didn't shy away from looking at 
me. Once again, | could feel both the excitement and guilt 
pick at at my brain. Every impulse in my body wanted to do 
the wrong thing. 


| wasn't about to sleep in my leather gloves, so | had to go 
change into my satin ones. | grabbed them from the bag. 


"Oh," Shiho smiled, "Will | see your hands now?" 


Ugh... this again. | started heading to the bathroom, "I'll be 
back." 


Shiho looked disappointed, "You do not want me to see you 
change gloves?" 


"Sorry baby," | smiled at her, "I never show my hands ona 
first date." 


| don't think Shiho got the joke, but | didn't care, | wasn't 
about to show my hands to her. That would have been too 
much for me. So | quickly took off my leather gloves in the 
bathroom, washed my hands, and changed into my blue 
satin opera gloves. 


We climbed into bed, turned off the lights, and pulled the 
sheets over us. Shiho had rolled on her side so that her back 
was facing me, while | laid on my back, wide awake. My 
body was hot, and it was all | could do not act on it. 
Unfortunately, my other impulse before sleeping needed to 
be satisfied. How would | ever be able to explain to Shiho 
that | usually masturbate before bed? 


While she remained as still as a board, | was having trouble 
getting comfortable. My usual relaxation method was taken 
away from me. My body was antsy, almost like an itch you 
can't scratch. It didn't hurt that a very cute girl was sleeping 


practically naked next to me. | just wanted some 
satisfaction! 


"Ayla." 


Shiho had rolled over and was looking at me in the 
darkness. She probably could see my face better than | 
could see hers. While both of us had our glasses off, she 
was facing the window. The most | saw of her was a 
silhouette of her body, but she probably could pick up some 
of my features. 


"What's wrong, Shiho?" | asked, trying to play it like | had 
been sleeping. 


"You not sleep." Shiho pointed out, not fooled by my voice. 
"Sorry. Am | moving too much?" 

“Not comfortable?" 

"Uh, you can say that." 


Shiho must have thought about it for a bit then she sat up. 
The way the light highlighted her features made her look 
irritable. It was maddening! | was finding it very hard to 
focus. 


"We cuddle?" Shiho suggested, asking if that's what my 
problem was. 


She assumed that | was used to holding Kelsey. Well, 
cuddling with Shiho, a topless Shiho at that, sounded 
enticing, but it wouldn't put me to sleep. The longer | kept 
silent, the more worried she seemed to get. 


“Just tell me what is wrong." Shiho stated. 


“Ugh, | want to touch myself." | blurted out. | can't believe | 
did, but by now my frustration level was to it's breaking 
point. How was it that a backlit light still illuminated every 
muscle on those amazing abs? 


"You... horny?" 


It was such a funny word that came out of her mouth that | 
accidentally laughed. Unfortunately, she wasn't wrong. | 
tried to explain my nightly ritual to her without sounding like 
a pervert creep. | don't think | did a good enough job. 


"| can... take a shower while you... do your thing." Shiho 
suggested. 


"No." | shook my head. "I can deal. I'm just being-" 


But she stopped me. | wish | could have seen her facial 
expressions better, but she took my gloved hand and pulled 
it on to my lap. Then, as if to encourage me, she moved my 
hand up and down. 


"Shiho, | shouldn't." 
“Just do it." Shiho whispered. "I not mad." 


Wow! Not only did | want to touch myself badly, | wanted to 
touch her as well. The way she was encouraging me to do it 
was so hot. It took next to little prompting before | started 
my routine. She sat there for a moment, then pulled the 
covers off herself and started to go. 


“Wait. Don't go." | told her, feeling the fingertips of my 
gloves already wet. 


"Ayla-" Shiho spoke in an unsure voice. 


"| want you to watch me." | admitted. 


| Know, | wasn't being myself. | was saying things | shouldn't. 
It wasn't right of me to do. But... | don't Know what | was 
thinking, | just wanted her to watch me. That's it. 


There was a beat, then Shiho whispered something. "I only 
watch. No touch." 


"That's fine!" | responded. 


| went full on at that point. | didn't care if | stared into her 
face, and moaned, | wanted her to see how hot she made 
me. 


"You touch with gloves too?" Shiho asked. 


| didn't really have time to process what she had asked. | 
assume she was talking about the fact that Jessie and | both 
wear gloves when we masturbate. What she thought of this, 
| don't know. All | knew was that her mentioning my gloves 
turned me on. And even in that light, | could tell she was 
getting turned on as well. Her shoulders and chest were 
moving up and down from increased breath. She wanted to 
touch herself as well | think, but she had had more willpower 
than me. Damn, if only | could break her. 


When | came, it was more intense than | expected. | ended 
up flopping forward, falling on her lap. To my surprise, she 
placed a hand lightly on the back of my head, and pulled my 
hair to the side in a petting nature. Her legs smelled so 
good, but already | could feel that my orgasm had done it's 
job. | could relax now. 


“Thank you Shiho," | reluctantly pulled myself away from her 
legs. 


"You return favor one day." Shiho joked, but her voice 
sounded a bit more soft. 


She still was turned on. Well good. | laid down, turning my 
back to her as | lay on my side feeling a smile come to my 
face. | could feel her return to bed, and somehow felt her 
thumping heart ripple over to my side. Now she was having 
problems resisting her urges. So she was human after all. 


Part of me wanted to tempt her, to push her over the 
threshold and do something bad. Fortunately the sane part 
of me kicked in; the one who loved Kelsey. | stopped myself 
from doing something regrettable. Doing something like that 
would be terrible. | couldn't do that to Kelsey... or Jessie... or 
even Shiho. Too many people would get hurt from having 
one good night. Unless | could talk everyone into a 
foursome, this was enough. 


It would have to be. 


Chapter 23 


FIONA FIVE AROUND THE WORLD 


By SailorJane & Glee-Chan 


(For the record, you can thank Glee-Chan for this upcoming 
chapter... enjoy! | better hear EVERYONE'S opinion on this 
chapter in a review!) 


CHAPTER 23 - BERNESE ALPS, SWITZERLAND 
JESSICA 


We all sat in the room of our hotel watching the rain pour 
down in buckets down the Bernese Alps. Another crash of 
thunder rolled through. The internet was out, the TV couldn't 
get any reception, and the lights were flickering. 


"Well," Olivia finally slapped her knees, "Our whole day is 
ruined." 


"| guess we won't be going rock climbing," Ayla chimed in. 
She had really been set on doing some daredevil activities. 
Shiho had told me she couldn't see Ayla doing daredevil 
activities in her gown and opera gloves. 


"| don't know why we came here," Olivia continued. She was 
clearly speaking to Fiona but not looking at her, "There's 
nothing to do here in the Summer." 


"| thought we could use from fresh air," Fiona explained 
herself. 


Yeah, this hotel was clearly getting away from fresh air. It 
was just another Winston-chain Inn. Personally, | was in 
agreement with Olivia. Ugh, | feel so dirty saying that. In the 
winter, yes this place makes for great skiing, but unless 
you're an outdoors-type, you're not going to enjoy much of 
the Swiss Alps in The Summer. And Fiona was DEFINITELY 
not an outdoors type. 


"Don't they sell fresh air in Asia or something?" Olivia 
Snapped, "Who needs it?" 


The dynamic between Fiona and Olivia was still not great. 
Nobody wanted to get involved. Hell, | shared the bed with 
her the night before and she refused to talk about Olivia. | 
had talked with Ayla earlier about how everything went 
between them, knew all about her having to... do stuff... in 
front of Shiho. | actually laughed my ass off when she told 
me that. How Kelsey took it, | didn't know, but they came 
into the hotel holding hands, just as inseparable as ever. | 
wish | could say the same for the two gueras. 


As for Kelsey and Olivia, that | didn't know about, Kelsey 
wouldn't tell us what happened, and | don't think | wanted to 
know. Normally | would think Olivia wouldn't touch any other 
woman other than Fiona, but the way she was with Sarah 
changed my opinion of her. 


So we were just sitting there, watching this storm trap us 
inside. | was giving Shiho a little massage while singing 
“Purple Rain." 


Olivia couldn't keep her mouth shut, "So what are we going 
to do? Huh? This storm has ruined everything!" 


Fiona sighed, "Another Fiona Five vacation day spoiled 
somehow." 


"Don't be sad Fiona," Sweet Kelsey tried to cheer her up, 
even getting up to rub her cheek with her purple gloved 
hand. This seemed to make Fiona squirm, which gained 
Ayla's attention. 


Then Shiho spoke up, "We make best of bad situation." 


"Oh really, Shiba?" Olivia went back at her, "And how do you 
suggest we do that?" 


| didn't even pay any mind to Olivia purposely calling Shiho 
by the wrong name. Thankfully, Fiona spoke up: 


"| Know what we can do." Fiona raised her right index finger 
up as if the suggestion was balancing on top of the tips of 
her gloved finger tips. "We should play Fiona's Five Card 
Draw." 


| don't know if | blushed, but | certainly felt a bit warmer 
after hearing that suggestion. While she called the game 
Fiona's Five Card Draw, it really was just a modified game of 
Strip poker, with punishments tacked on for extra pervy-fun. 
While we originally used to play Blackjack, Senior year was 
when Fiona decided to change up the game for a change of 
pace. Though in actually, | think Hermosa Princesca liked 
calling the game that because she enjoyed the pun of 'Fiona 
Five' and 'Five Card Draw' being combined. Wow Fifi, so 
clever... 


"Oh!" Shiho's eyes lit up, "Yes | want to play." 
"See!" Fiona smiled, "Shiho has good taste." 


"Sounds good," Ayla stood up cracking her knuckles even in 
her gloves, "I don't mind kicking your asses again." 


"Conceited much?" | teased her. 


"| never play this before," Shiho continued. 


A gleam sparked in Fiona's eye. Poor Shiho, she shouldn't 
have said anything. Fiona loved picking on weak players. 
Kelsey was no longer a lightweight thanks to Ayla training 
her, but if Shiho didn't know how to play poker, Fiona's 
playful nature might switch to her. 


Well it didn't take long, or a lot of words, to get the game 
set up. While Olivia argued that it was too early to get 
smashed, Ayla pulled out a bottle anyway. Everyone sort of 
disappeared for a while, trying to put on as many 
accessories to remove as possible. Fiona came back with 
the cards. While Fiona had a scarf, Kelsey had a hat, | had... 
well | had a lot of things. | had my hair-tie of course, along 
with all my jewelry, my garters, etc. Meanwhile, Ayla came 
in wearing just a nightgown with her gloves. 


"Really?" Olivia said. 

"I'm still going to win," Ayla countered. 
"She good?" Shiho asked. 

"Very good." Kelsey answered seriously. 


"Ayla," Olivia scolded her, "You do have underwear on 
underneath right?" 


"You want me to take it off?" Ayla smiled. 
"NO!" Olivia spat back at her. 
"Ayla muchaca!" | encouraged her. 


Shiho grinned as well. 


So we Sat in a circle on the bed. Fiona, as always, was the 
first dealer. As such, she also was the person who issued out 
punishments. The way Fiona Five Card Draw worked was 
that after receiving their cards, each player had to either 
fold, or bet an article of clothing. Upon betting the player 
could exchange any amount of cards in their hands for the 
Same number of cards on the top of the deck. The dealer 
would call them and of course the person with the best five- 
card hand won. The losers would have to peel off whatever 
clothing they bet. Anyone who folded was safe. The winner 
of the game was the last person with an article of clothing 
on, but more than often, everyone was naked by the end for 
some reason. 


Obviously, the gloves didn't count. They never came off. 


Then of course there were the punishments... that would 
come later. 


"Before we deal," Fiona held the cards in her hands, "let's 
make this more interesting." 


"Getting naked isn't interesting enough?" Kelsey teased, but 
was ignored, except for Ayla who almost mocked her 
question. 


"The first two to lose everything has to do a punishment of 
my choosing on each other." Fiona said. 


"What kind of punishment?" Kelsey once again voiced her 
concern. She knew about these punishments all too well. 


"I'm fine with that." Olivia sided with her girlfriend, "Make 
the person who lost their clothes first have to really work at 
trying to get them back." 


"Sounds kinky," Ayla said, "Can't wait to see you all do that." 


Before we all agreed on this, | wanted to make sure Shiho 
understood what was going on, explaining it all in Japanese. 
| also had to make sure she understood that her gloves were 
not allowed to come off even during Strip Poker. Shiho 
nodded in agreement and the game was on. | had to admit, 
was shocked she said yes... but then again, she never saw 
Fiona's perverted side before. 


The first game | had a pair of eights. Ayla was quick to bet 
her panties. Kelsey folded and so did Olivia. 


| looked at Ayla. Even after having known her all this time, | 
still couldn't read her poker face. But somehow, | thought 
she was bluffing. Meh, two eights isn't a bad hand to bet 
with. | called her, betting my necklace, and so did Fiona, 
betting her scarf. Shiho soldiered up and decided to bet as 
well. | traded my cards in and got an Ace high, so not much 
of a gain. 


Well Fiona had me beat with two queens, but Ayla had a 
flush. Shiho almost had a straight but was missing one card. 
First round Ayla. 


"Well whaddaya know," Ayla smiled, "I win! What a 
Shocker..." 


"Ayla," Olivia scolded her. 


"Let it go Ollie," Fiona graciously removed her scarf and put 
it away. 


Shiho looked down as she removed her shoes. The first 
couple games, she was having a hard time. Once she got 
her groove, she was already down to her bra and panties. 
Ayla did lose her panties, but she was still dominating the 
game. Shame she wore such little amount of clothing. Fiona 
and | were still doing okay. 


"lam sucking today,” Kelsey complained bitterly as she 
unhooked her bra, "It's been a while." 


"Oh baby!" Ayla grabbed her breasts with her gloved hands, 
"What happened to my sexy poker player?" 


Well clothes were beginning to shed, with Fiona and | still in 
the lead. Shiho lost her bra. | thought for sure that she 
would cover up, but to my surprise she didn't. It wasn't lost 
on me that Fiona's eyes went straight to Shiho's abs, 
which... yeah. They were kind of amazing. Olivia made no 
attempt to avert her drooling gaze as well. 


“Four of a kind! Kelsey is back in the swing!" 


Ayla swore under her breath, as she unhooked her bra (now 
only wearing her nightgown and gloves), while Shiho 
breathed in as she had folded. | had to remove my hair-tie, 
which everyone scoffed at me for. 


It was down to Shiho and Ayla: who would lose first? Not 
only that, but then it would be Kelsey and Ayla in contention 
for second place on being fully nude. In the back of 
everyone's mind lingered the possibility of two of those 
three having to suffer Fiona's punishment. Which pairing 
would it be? 


Okay, what do | have this time? Highest card is Queen, also 
have a Jack, a 10, a9 and... a 5. So close. 


Kelsey played it safe and folded on the next round. With 
Shiho and Ayla being as close as they were to losing the 
round, | would have expected the two to play conservatively. 
But Ayla was her usual cocky self. The grin on her face was 
like no other. 


"Well I'm all in," she said. 


"God | hate you," Olivia folded. 


| stared into her eyes and scanned them, "What you got 
Ayla?" 


She didn't say anything but shrugged her shoulders, "No 
habla inglais!" 


"Mentirosa!" | laughed "I'm calling it!" 
| was in. 
Fiona silently bought in as well. 


Shiho eyed her cards for a long time, then gave a shrug and 
decided to join the showdown as well. 


So it was Fiona, Shiho, Ayla, and myself who were playing 
this time. Of course, if | didn't get that last 8, it was all for 
nothing. | think Fiona and Ayla both took notice when | only 
asked for one card. Well good fortunate smiled upon me 
because | now had an 8 in my hands, which meant | had a 
straight. After all the cards were counted for, | showed my 
cards first, just to get it out of the way. There was a in-take 
of breath from some of the girls around. Fiona made a face 
and showed a seven-high straight. Asombroso, that was 
close! 


Ayla grinned that devious smile of hers and slapped down 
her cards. She had a Flush. Chinga! Everyone turned to 
Shiho. She had a frown on her face, giving away that no 
matter what she had, it wasn't beating Ayla's hand. Placing 
down her card she had Three of a Kind. 


"Close game!" Kelsey added. 


"Ha!" Ayla giggled. "Take those panties off!" 


Shiho murmured a swear word in Japanese, which thankfully 
only | understood. Regardless, she stood up showing off her 
white opera gloves and reached for the waistline to her 
underwear. Ayla gave catcalls, and just so it wasn't 
awkward, | followed her example. Shiho gave a Sarcastic 
smirk, but nevertheless danced a bit as she pulled down her 
panties. Dios Mio, it was sooooo hot! 


"Shiho is the first to lose." Fiona announced. 


"| win next round," Shiho proclaimed stubbornly, suggesting 
she'd get an item of clothing back. 


“Not with the way you're playing,” Olivia chimed in. 
"All right, c'mon, who's next?" Ayla demanded. 


Next round: | had crap cards from the get-go. As much as | 
wanted to go toe to toe again with Ayla, | just had nothing to 
work with. So | folded. 


"Well," Fiona smiled at me, "It seems as though Jessica 
Perez is not all that..." She stumbled again, "Ollie?" 


"Confident?" Olivia offered an adjective. 
"No something else," Fiona looked to her. 
Olivia thought about it and offered, "Invincible." 


"Yes," Fiona pointed to her girlfriend, "Invincible! Jessica 
Perez is not all that invincible." 


As stupid as that sounded, it was nice to see Fiona and 
Olivia slowly starting to come back to their usual dynamic. 
But for all her boast, Fiona actually folded as well. 


"You're one to talk huh?" | teased her. 


Shiho wisely folded, not wanting to get in anymore trouble. 


"So much for winning the next round," Olivia said, who 
stayed in with Ayla. So who had the better hand? 


"Flush again," Ayla declared, then tossed her cards one the 
table like she was dropping a mic. 


"Oh Ayla... you're so Fu// of yourself." Olivia delicately 
displayed her remarkable hand. A Full House. 


Fiona laughed, and | honestly couldn't help but laugh at that 
too. Sure | hated seeing Olivia beat Ayla, but | always was 
happy to see Ayla strip completely down. Kelsey rubbed 
Ayla's naked shoulder. 


Ayla couldn't believe it, and shouted "God Damn it!" 
"You lose!" Shiho yelled at her with a smile. 


"Here!" Ayla threw off her nightgown and threw it at Olivia's 
face. 


"AH!" She screamed, "Herpes! Get away!" 
Fiona, meanwhile, stood up and rubbed her hands. 
"It is time for you two to receive your punishment." 


"Yeah yeah yeah," Ayla said already touching her naked 
body with her blue gloves. It was really really hot. 


Fiona stood up and trotted out of the room for a bit. | don't 
think anyone remembered that she didn't have skirt on until 
after she left. When she came back, everyone forgot about 
that. She was holding baby oil and red rope. She also had 
pink rubber gloves over her pink leather ones. | know she 


always carried those with her, but very rarely used them. It 
was usually Olivia who did her dirty work for her. 


“Where the hell did you get that rope?" Ayla asked the most 
natural question everyone was wondering. 


"Be quiet and take your punishment like a woman." Fiona 
ordered. Olivia blushed, which meant this rope had 
something to do with her. Now | wanted to know more about 
this situation. "Alright sisters, | want you to rub yourself with 
this oil." 


"You want me to dirty up my gloves?" Ayla argued holding 
up her hands, trying to be difficult. "All you ever do is 
criticize me for being so careless about my gloves." 


Shiho sighed sharply, went off the bed and produced some 
latex gloves stored in my suitcase. | guess I've taught her 
something. She came back with them and hand Ayla a pair 
in a haute way. 


"Well done Shiho," Fiona smiled. 


Ayla took her latex gloves and pulled them on as seductively 
as possible. Kelsey and | looked at each other. The message 
was Clear: we were getting turned on. Shiho was more 
conservative about placing them on, but once the latex 
gloves were in place, the two got to work. Santo Cielos, 
seeing the two of them oil themselves up... Those bodies 
were shining from the oil, accentuating every line and 
muscle, | don't know about Kelsey, but | was wet as sin. The 
Two blancas seemed really excited by this as well, even 
Olivia. It really made Shiho and Ayla look like golden 
goddesses. 


"Next, face each other and sit down so that you're 
hugging..." Fiona went on, but shook her head when they 


weren't sitting how she liked. "No, no, no. Put your leg over 
hers, and have that leg under hers..." 


"You want me to scissor her?" Ayla asked. For the first time, 
she looked a little nervous, eyeing Shiho. Maybe she was 
worried that Shiho would feel far too uncomfortable with 
this. 


"Just do it." Fiona ordered in a tone we didn't hear from her 
very often. 


Well, the two did as they were told. In order to stay seated 
in that position, they had to hold each other up top, which 
was a task as now they were very slippery. Fiona wasn't 
done. She had brought in that rope for a reason. 


"Ollie?" She commanded. 


Together with Olivia, they carefully tied the two up together 
in that position so they couldn't easily get out. Once 
satisfied with that, she sat back down into place and smiled 
pleasantly. 


"You'll stay like that until you can untie yourselves. Until 
then, you can't play." 


"We can not do this thing." Shiho grunted, squirming a bit in 
an attempt to reach one of the knots on Ayla's back. 


Immediately when she did so, her eyes popped wide. Ayla's 
did as well. Only now did | realize the true reason why Fiona 
had chosen that pose and needed a rope. In order to untie 
themselves the two would have to do a lot of moving 
around, which required leg movement. 


As Ayla had pointed out before, they were scissoring each 
other. By squirming around, it would stimulate certain 


sensitive areas that were now touching each other. Fiona's 
punishment would have Shiho and Ayla either remaining still 
until someone won, or else forcing them to literally have to 
rub the other in order to break free. 


"Wow, great idea," Olivia praised her master. 


Kelsey's jaw had completely dropped. | don't know what was 
going through her mind, but | held her hand watching this 
display of hotness. | was on two minds on the idea. | didn't 
want Shiho to be humiliated like that, but | also wanted to 
watch them go at it, especially with Ayla in the mix. In the 
end, my perverted side won over. This was just too hot. 


"What should we do?" Ayla asked Shiho, almost laughing at 
this point. 


Shiho looked at me, and immediately gauged my feelings by 
expression on my face. She gave me a "Really?" look, shook 
her head, then turned to Kelsey, still in a frozen state. 


"| have to touch." She tried to explained. 
Kelsey seemed to break out of her trance, "Uh..." 


"I'm sorry baby," Ayla looked to her remembering that 
Kelsey was there | honestly think she was caught up in the 
situation she was in to think about her girlfriend. 


"Ayla, it's fine," Kelsey said in a low tone. 


Like me, | think she wanted to see a show deep down. Fiona 
certainly did. 


“Come on you two," Fiona was starting to sound like a little 
princess not getting her way. Well, actually that wasn't too 
far off from what Fiona was, "Try to escape!" 


Ayla snickered, "And you call me pervert!" Ayla snickered, 
then glanced at Shiho. "You okay with this Shiho?" 


"Is just game." Shiho stoically remarked. 


| think the others were surprised at this, but they never 
played Kings Game with the Love Letter Lovelies. With the 
understanding that it's just in good fun, Shiho would do 
pretty much anything. And so they squirmed, and in the 
process they rubbed each other's inner thighs. They both 
were making face, trying to keep some manner of control, 
but after a good minute of writhing, it was clear that it was 
starting to feel really good. 


Ayla was the first to crack, as her breathing being audible. 
She bit the bottom of her lip and eyed Kelsey as she 
continued to move. | don't think she was really going for the 
knots anymore. Her hips seemed to be moving for purposes 
other than to free herself. 


Shiho, meanwhile, was doing her best to ignore the 
sensations going on downstairs. She continued to try to 
untie herself, even with Ayla's hips adding extra pressure. 
She blushed when she accidentally let out a moan. 


| wanted to touch myself watching that. | was distracted 
when | felt Kelsey's hand squeeze mine tighter. She was 
unconsciously fingering the waistline of her panties. Every 
time Shiho looked at me, with pleasure in her eyes, it drove 
me wild. Then she closed her eyes, and leaned her forehead 
onto Ayla, seemingly giving up her struggle for the knot for 
the time being. Her own breathing was heavy now. 


"Kiss her." Fiona said. 


| turned from Fiona and back to the two Asians tribbing. 
Ayla's eyes were closed, but suddenly out of nowhere, she 


kissed Shiho on the lips. | expected Shiho to resist, but she 
accepted the kiss. Well, at least until Ayla's tongue got 
involved. Then | could see Shiho getting uncomfortable. 


"Ayla..." Kelsey moaned watching this display. 


Ayla's eyes shot open and she looked directly at Shiho 
breaking the kiss. Well now, Ayla seemed more determined 
than ever to get free. | don't know how she did it, but she 
somehow managed to undo the knot. 


They were free, but Ayla hadn't gotten over her horniness, 
and continued to kiss Shiho, who was far too turned on to 
make Ayla stop. Her back plopped down onto my lap as Ayla 
continued to go at it. She covered her mouth with her hands 
as she looked up into my eyes. 


Why was this so hot. My best friend was literally screwing 
my girlfriend right in front of me. Shouldn't | be mad? 
Shouldn't Kelsey be mad? All | knew was that this was so 
sexy. | wanted to see Shiho orgasm. After a good two 
minutes, | got my wish. Ayla had came first, but somehow 
kept moving until moments later Shiho's small body 
quivered. Once finished, the two girls collapsed into the 
arms of their respective girlfriends. Kelsey held onto Ayla 
who was Shivering like mad. 


"Ollie," | had almost forgotten Fiona and Olivia were in the 
room, but Fiona took Olivia's hand and dragged her into 
their bedroom. 


| could swear | Saw a smile on Olivia's face as she 
disappeared into the bedroom. 


There was silence. | was holding Shiho, Kelsey was holding 
Ayla. 


And so concluded another notorious game of Fiona's Five 
Card Draw... What... Just... Happened?! 
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Wow. 


| don't know what Ayla and her asian cohort sparked in Fiona 
back in the Alps, but when she took me into her room... well 
let's just say | felt something | hadn't felt in a long time. 


And no, I'm going to go into details. I'm sure Jessica or 
whoever had their ear to the door will eventually make up 
their own story. 


Nothing was said that night. We didn't need to say anything. 
Sure, we had a disagreement, but it was over. All that 
mattered was that | loved Fiona and she loved me. She sure 
showed it that night and | finally felt satisfied. Naturally | 
forced housekeeping to come up and change the sheets. | 
didn't care if it was after-hours. We were VIPs and we 
weren't going to sleep in dirty sheets. 


Of course we had to pay the price for this when we took a 
car out of The Alps. Stupid Jessica with her nosy comments: 


"So you finally got some last night, huh? Took you long 
enough!" 


"Jessica," | reminded her, "We are mixed company. Can you 
please cease the crude comments." 


Jessica looked ahead, "Who, the driver? He doesn't even 
speak English!" 


Fiona stayed silent. If only the others could follow her 
precedent. 


"Well I'm glad you worked things out," Kelsey spoke up. 
What things was she talking about? There was nothing 
wrong in the first place. "| guess some good came out of 
that card game." 


“Our game of Fiona's Five Card Draw was most enjoyable," 
Fiona spoke. 


"Especially the orgy!" Jessica laughed. 


"Wasn't a proper orgy Jessie," Ayla nudged her girlfriend, 
"Next time, Kelsey, you gotta do more than just kiss me." 


"Next time?" Kelsey blushed, once again being the only 
underling in the car with a sense of decency. 


Okay so where are we going to now? Rome? Right. 


Yes, Rome is an ancient city full of antiquities, blah blah 
blah. We stayed at a modern Winston hotel, one of Fiona's 
favorite in Europe. After taking a minute to ream the hotel 
manager about how our room was completely wrong and 
they needed to give us a better suite, we decided we were 
too jet lagged to do any sight-seeing and find a nice 
restaurant to sit down. 


"Just not some sub-par pizzeria," Fiona suggested. 


“Those are the best kinds!" Jessica argued. 


Well we compromised and found a supposed five-star 
restaurant, really a three at best, but they also had pizza, so 
Jessica could quick whining. Actually her girlfriend wasn't 
even with her, because she was "too tired". She probably 
was up all night taking turns having sex with Ayla, Kelsey 
and Jessica or whatever. It didn't bother me, that's for sure. | 
was too busy wondering why my Linguine with Lobster 
didn't have enough Lobster in it. | should write a negative 
review about the restaurant when | get back. 


"So Shiho and | got to duck out of the regular tour 
tomorrow." Jessie announced after a few glasses of wine. 


"Why?" Ayla asked. 


"She wants to see Vatican City, and that's not on the to-do 
list." 


"What, is she Catholic?" | asked. 


"No, but one of her good friends is. She wants to get her 
some souvenirs and take pictures." Jessica explained. 


"What kind of souvenirs are you going to find at the 
Vatican?" Fiona questioned. 


"You going to steal the Pope's hat?" | taunted her. 
Fiona laughed at my joke and smiled at me. 


"Yeah," Jessica now had a stupid smug smile on her face, "I 
was gonna give it to you Fifi. You'd look good in it. Dominus 
vobiscum, may the Lord bless you with expensive gloves!" 


Fiona and | both rolled our eyes. 


“The Vatican is too far away," Fiona brought the 
conversation back on track, "And there's all those dirty 
Gypses hanging around. Don't you think Shiho would have 
more fun at The Sistine Chapel?" 


"Fifi, we've been to Rome before. You know The Sistine 
Chapel is IN Vatican City!" 


Before | could scold Jessica, Fiona spoke up, completely 
ignoring her know-it-all attitude. 


"There's a beautiful painting of God on the ceiling. Shiho will 
love it." 


"Yeah and he's totally reaching for Adam's tiny penis," Ayla 
mocked. 


"Ayla," Kelsey scolded her. 


| have to say, Fiona was laughing and having fun during this 
dinner that made me happy. We also happened to down a 
couple glasses of wine, which meant she and | were a little 
frisky when we got back to the hotel. She kissed me gently 
once we were back in the room. | felt her beautiful soft 
leather gloves caressing my cheeks. 


"Ollie," Fiona smiled at me, "Let's take a bath together." 


"Yes Fiona," | smiled back at her so happy to hear her 
suggest something so soothing and intimate. 


I've always complained that the bathrooms in these hotels, 
even ones with the large soaker tubs, are always too small 
and disgusting looking. But fortunately, The Romans took 
care this time. This soaker tub was a private jacuzzi and the 
custom lighting gave off some nice atmosphere. | mean, it's 


not the greatest bath I've ever been in my life, but still nice. 
I'd say top 27 maybe. 


After turning the bath water on, along with the jacuzzi jets, 
Fiona had me unzip her dress and remove her underwear. 

Her gloves were next, but she hadn't decided what gloves 
she wanted to wear in the bathtub. 


"Ollie," She asked me, "| have some pairs of rubber gloves 
in my bag. Can you get them for me? We'll wear them in the 
bath." 


Rubber gloves? In the bath? Fiona rarely suggested we wear 
rubber gloves together, other than to protect whatever 
gloves we were wearing. Clearly she'd been listening to Ayla 
a little too much. But considering the night we had before, | 
wasn't about to argue with Fiona. 


Sure enough she had two new boxes of playtex rubber 
gloves, one yellow, one pink. Obviously Fiona was going to 
take pink which meant | had the yellow ones. | took off my 
leather gloves one at a time and drew on the rubber gloves. 
| can't remember the last time | wore rubber gloves without 
another pair underneath. Fortunately, these fit snug and 
were relatively comfortable... at least as much as rubber 
gloves can be comfortable. Do Ayla and Kelsey really use 
gloves like these for sex? 


When | came back, | carefully took Fiona's leather gloves off 
one at a time and replaced them with pink rubber gloves. 
She seemed oddly happy to be wearing them. Fiona Winston 
in pink rubber gloves. If anyone ever found out about this, 
she'd be hounded by every tabloid in the world. 


Fiona still didn't say much. She took off my clothes, minus 
the gloves, rubbed my breasts for a minute, kissed me, and 
led me into the bathtub. | kept my hands out of the water at 


first, but Fiona grabbed them and made me submerge my 
hands with the rubber gloves on. What an odd feeling. Did 
Fiona actually enjoy this? For the next few minutes, | used 
the rubber gloves to wash her. Her body is so flawless. 


"Ollie," She said as she had her back to me, "I want you for 
myself. Okay?" 


"What's that?" | asked. 


She turned around put her arms on my shoulders, letting 
her rubber gloved hands hold my back, "| want you to stay 
with me. Just us. No one else." 


| knew exactly what she was getting at. It seemed our 
disagreement hadn't quite settled and this was her way of 
passive aggressively telling me she didn't want me hanging 
around with any of my college friends, or anyone outside 
The Fiona Five. It was frustrating to hear her say this. But | 
was enjoying our bath and didn't want to risk another fight, 
so | let it go. | just nodded and kissed her. 


"Okay Fiona," | told her, "My Love." 


The next thing she did was submerge her right rubber 
gloved hand. | felt it in a place she so rarely touched. It 
forced me to gasp. It didn't matter if Fiona had rubber 
gloves on, she was touching me. The feeling was so intense 
that |... 


Ugh... listen to me getting carried away with this intimate 
situation. 


... Okay... just this once... this one beautiful occasion, a very 
memorable, special night, I'll go into slight details about 
what happened: 


Fiona's rubber gloved fingers on my... ahem... felt so 
sublime. It really was the touch of an angel. The feeling was 
so good. My eyes closed, but | wanted to keep them open to 
see Fiona's beautiful face. Just as | felt a... an intensification 
coming, Fiona stopped and put her rubber hand on my 
cheek. 


"Fiona," | begged, "Please don't stop." 


"Tell me you love me," She was whispering, but by the tone 
of her voice, she was ordering me. 


"| love you!" | told her without hesitation. 


"You love me and nobody else but me," Fiona's rubber hand, 
with that textured pattern, was now squeezing my cheeks 
together, as she finally continued touching me with her 
other hand, "Say it." 


"| love you Fiona," | managed to say aloud, "And nobody 
else but you." 


And suddenly | felt my... well... it felt incredible. Another 
bundle of repressed energy released at the touch of a 
gloved hand. | grabbed hold of Fiona and kissed and let her 
know that she was my girl and nobody else was. It was then 
my turn to touch her with my rubber gloves. 


Nothing else was said. We were both satisfied, we went to 
bed with satin gloves, cuddled, and fell asleep. 


Breakfast arrived the next morning and | got things ready 
for her. | saw that she was sipping on her grapefruit juice 
which | had specifically told the staff to freshly squeeze. She 
didn't seem to have any issues with her meal. Jesus, I'm 
really trying to pick apart this hotel, but for once, they seem 
to be doing things right. Maybe we should move to Rome? 


"Will the temperature being hot today?" Fiona asked me out 
of nowhere. 


"Don't worry, | laid out your pink summer dress." 


"I need a new hat," Fiona said, "The one | have now is so last 
week." 


"We'll make time for shopping," | reassured her. 


Once again, | was in rubber gloves, this time over my satin 
ones, helping Fiona get ready. Her hair took precedent, then 
her various lotions, make-up, and lastly her outfit. She still 
was in a playful mood from the night before and kept 
slipping me kisses here and there. My diplomacy was paying 
off. Our perfect relationship was back on track. 


We met Kelsey and Ayla in the lobby at the agreed upon 
time, then left. Jessica and her accomplice were busy asking 
The Pope to forgive their sins. | figured it'd take until 
sundown for Jessica to confess everything. We visited the 
Colosseum first because it was still early. | didn't want Fiona 
to be in the sun more than necessary. | couldn't have been 
more charming as | played tour guide. | could tell that Fiona 
was engaged in my little history lesson. Those nights 
watching documentaries and reading up on our various 
locations payed off. 


"You know, they used to feed Christians to lions in here." 
Fiona told everyone, proud she remembered something 
from Middle School history class. 


"It's reminding me of the movie GLADIATOR," Kelsey spoke 
up. 


"Actually Kelsey," Fiona spoke up continuing her knowledge 
of history, "The movie is not 100% accurate. Did you know 


that the Emperor... Olivia what was his name? The Joaquin 
Phenix character?" 


"Commodus," | told her. 


"Commodus! Commodus was not killed in the arena. He was 
poisoned by his own wife!" 


"That's not what happened either," Ayla had to be Ms. Know- 
it-all now, "He was strangled to death in his own bathtub by 
a wrestler. They should have had that in the movie!" 


Actually Ayla was right, but | wasn't going to let her get 
away with that, so | stuck up for Fiona and said she was 
right and whatever information Ayla got that from was 
wrong. Fortunately Ayla just rolled her eyes and allowed it. 
Fiona gave me a sweet smile for defending her. 


Well eventually we met back up with Jessica and her Asian 
persuasion, who didn't seem to be as flirtatious with each 
other as | was expecting. | could see her wearing a crucifix, 
which she probably bought there. 


"Sparkling dress Shiho," Fiona went up to her. 


"| buy in Paris." The Asian girl said. Indeed, this was a 
different summer dress that coincidentally looked very 
similar to Fiona's summer dress. Of course it didn't look as 
good as Fiona's. Nobody can look as good as Fiona. 


"Green really is your color," Fiona did a little twirl as she said 
that. It was cute. 


"| like yellow, but green is ok." 


| rolled my eyes. 


Fiona asked if they had seen the Sistine Chapel, and the 
girlfriend shook her head. What had they been doing this 
whole time? Well we were at the Sistine Chapel in no time. | 
didn't even bother buying tickets or anything. Fiona just told 
them who she was, pulled up her skirt a little bit, and the 
security guard just let us through. Fiona to the rescue again! 


"This artwork is so beautiful," Fiona said aloud as we stared 
up at the ceiling. | felt like | was going to get a neck ache. 
"How | wish | could be represented in a work of art like this." 


"Probably have to be naked for that," Ayla tried to tease her. 
Little did she know... 


"Oh | wouldn't have it any other way," Fiona smiled at Ayla 
even putting her hand on her shoulder, "The Romans 
weren't shy about displaying the natural beauty of the 
feminine form." 


"Uh," Ayla's eyes wavered, "The Romans didn't build this 
Fiona. It was built during The Renaissance." 


"Ayla," Fiona scolded her, "We're in Rome. And in being in 
Rome, that would make this building... Roman!" 


"Jessie?!" Ayla tried to recruit her partner in crime. 
"Huh?" Jessica seemed distracted, "Uh yeah." 
"What is with you Jessica?" Fiona asked. 


"Fiona," Shiba got her attention, "Look at this painting here. 
She has big boobs like you." 


"Oh | want to see," Fiona smiled and walked over with her. 


Something was up. | was first to look to Jessica when Fiona 
and +1 went over to another mural: 


"What's going on here Jessica?" | put my hands to my sides, 
"Is Shino trying to steal my woman?" 


“Nothing's going on," Jessica was lying obviously. 


"You sure," Ayla went over and put her hand on Jessica's 
shoulder. 


"Yeah," Jessica said. 


It took a little time sight-seeing, and a lot of complaining 
from Sharona about how she didn't get her picture with the 
pope to show her friends back in Japan... moron... but | 
finally got Jessica alone and could get some gossip out of 
her. She was resistant at first, but | had my charm and 
eventually figured it out: 


"You had a fight didn't you?" | smiled at her, "It's all right. 
First Fiona and | had a disagreement and now you and her 
had a fight. Fiona and | are back on track and you two... 
well, | can't speak for her-" 


"Liv," She said without looking at me, "If you really want to 
know what we were fighting about, would you just ask me 
like a normal person?" 


| didn't want to ask her, | actually wanted to pull her hair 
and get her to spill the beans. Of course, I'm far too 
sophisticated to do such a thing: "I want to help you... 
Jessica Perez... but you're being a bit difficult here. | have a 
degree in psychology-" 


"She thinks Fiona treats you badly." 


The second she said that, | could tell Jessica regretted it. 
She looked as if she revealed something that was supposed 
to stay quiet. What the hell does that bitch know? 


"Like | said Jessica," | stated calmly, "Fiona and | got over 
our little argument. | Suppose | can see how she could make 
a mistake like that given the situation at the time-" 


"| should know better than to talk to you," Jessica walked 
away from me. 


"Jessica!" | yelled back. 


God even when I'm having a good day and Fiona's in a good 
mood, | still can't get this group to co-operate. And that 
stupid cunt of her girlfriend was talking behind my back? 
Well at least it's good to know I'm not the only one in this 
group with relationship issues. 


We found a local cafe right outside the Parthenon. Fiona and 
| Knew this square very well. The cafe wasn't as classy as 
the restaurant we went to the night before, but the 
atmosphere made up for it. Even Jessica seemed to lighten 
up seeing this building. We had a table outdoors. Jessica, 
Ayla and Asian #2 were on the opposite side of us while 
Fiona, Kelsey and | sat together. Jessica seemed a little 
distracted with the TV inside the building. 


"What are you watching?" | asked her. 
"Roman TMZ looks like." Jessica explained. 


It wasn't TMZ, but the look of this Italian show did look 
similar to what we were used to. There were pictures of 
who-cares holding hands with I-don't-give-a-damn. 


"Ugh," Fiona spoke up, "Even in Rome you can't get away 
from them." 


"Sorry," Shi-whatever spoke up, "What TMZ?" 


Ayla explained it for her and also about how they had 
harassed Fiona's father many times. At least Jessica's 
girlfriend had to decency to tell Fiona it was wrong of them 
to do that. And yet she thinks Fiona is bad for me. What a 
hypocrite. 


"Kelsey," Fiona got her attention, and indeed the black- 
haired newbie looked towards at her, "You've been quiet 
today." 


"What a shock," | said sarcastically. 
"What do you think of Rome?" 


"Oh, it's incredible. It's like I've stepped back through time," 
Kelsey commented as she looked back at the Parthenon, "I 
can't imagine what it would be like to live back in those 
times." 


"| felt the same way," Fiona looked up at the Parthenon as 
well, "when we went to Egypt, many years ago. Ollie, 
remember how much Brenda wanted to go on top of the 
Sphinx?" 


| laughed, remembering that, "| do. The guide got so mad 
when you two started to climb on top of the tail." 


Now it was Ayla's turn to sulk at hearing Brenda's name. 
Jesus Christ, it's been seven years. Get over it! 


"Mother got so mad at me." Fiona continued, "She said it 
was so un-lady-like and threatened to take my gloves away 


because they were dirty. | cried and cried and said 'No 
mother, please don't take my gloves off.' But still... Wouldn't 
it have been cute if we got a picture of me and Brenda on 
top of the Sphinx though?" 


| actually sided with Fiona's mother. That statue was far too 
dirty and sandy to climb on. 


"This was way before my time." Ayla laughed, "I don't ever 
remember you being this rambunctious." 


"Yeah, me neither," Jessica finally sooke up, "Must've been 
before my time too." 


"| had my moments." Fiona grinned. 


"| didn't." | added on to that, "| was always the responsible 
one." 


"As if!" Fiona chuckled. 
"That's so cute." Kelsey cooed. 


Of course, none of us ever got stoned and nearly jumped 
into a waterfall. | probably should have said that, but | didn't 
want to remind Fiona of that horrible episode. The Fiona Five 
was finally having it's perfect vacation, even if Jessica was 
being a sour-puss. 


"Actually | had quite a night in Barcelona," Ayla spoke up 
and looked to both Kelsey and Shaniqua. "This was before 
Kelsey joined and we were The Fiona Four. | was um... well 
Brenda had left so..." 


Here we go again. Brenda, Brenda, Brenda, she just couldn't 
get over it could she? What was always funny was seeing 
Kelsey's disappointing reaction hearing Brenda's name. 


"Oh," Jessica spoke up, "The threesome on the pool table?" 
"Well," Ayla said, "It wasn't so much a threesome." 


"I've heard this story before," Kelsey took a drink 
unimpressed. 


"What happened?!" Jessica's girlfriend seemed interested. 


"Fiona and Jessica met these two girls at a club," Ayla said, 
"And they were trying to hook me up with them." 


"We DID get you to hook up with them!" Jessica chuckled, 
“You pinned both of them to the pool table!" 


"| don't remember pinning both of them to the table," Ayla 
said, "But | was pretty wasted, so | don't remember." 


God, what a disgusting story to bring back to everyone's 
front conscious. So many wonderful memories, scenery and 
shopping from that trip, and they're talking about a lezbo 
threesome in Barcelona. What Neanderthals. Only Kelsey 
seemed uncomfortable with this. Poor girl. Thankfully the 
people around us probably didn't speak English, so they 
couldn't understand. | could only imagine what Fiona was 
thinking of this. 


Of course, Fiona wasn't listening anymore. Her eyes were 
looking inside at the TV. But once | saw what was on TV, | 
could see why it caught her interest. They were showing 
footage of her father, Ralph Winston and her mother. 


"Your parents are on TV?" 


Everyone now stopped their conversation and turned around 
to see the TV. Fiona shook her head in annoyance and took 


a drink of wine, "Even in Rome they have to interfere with 
my parents’ private life, don't they?" 


"Right," Ayla turned around, "Anyway, where was I?" 


"Jessica," Fiona was trying to read the headlines, though 
they were in Italian. | could make out the Winstons' names, 
but nothing else. "What does it say?" 


Yes, Jessica could speak a little Italian, which | guess makes 
sense, since it's practically the same language as Spanish. 


"Uh," Jessica read it carefully, then she jolted back, "I think it 
says Ralph Winston and his wife are separating." 


"What?" Fiona reacted. 


Fiona's parents were separating? As in getting divorced? 
Was that true? Frankly, | always thought it might happen. 
Fiona's parents didn't have a great relationship, but, surely 
they'd stay together for her, right? Or at least their 
business? Wait, what am | saying? This is some TMZ shit. It's 
not real. 


“They're probably making it up Fiona," | told her. 


"Yeah, | hate to agree with Liv," Jessica said, "But they 
always make up-" 


Fiona walked into the bar and stared at the TV. We all 
followed her, me being right next to her. Now on the screen 
was a family portrait, showing not only Fiona's father and 
mother, but also Fiona herself. She was around 15 at the 
time of the image, still as lovely as | remembered her in a 
white gown with long white satin gloves. Of course, we still 
couldn't understand the report. Jessica could only pick up a 
few phrases. 


“They're talking about Ralph's businesses, and... | dunno a 
bunch of stuff." 


"Ask the waiter what the story is," Fiona forcefully told 
Jessica. 


When Jessica asked the waiter, he happened to speak 
English. Realizing that Fiona was the same girl from the 
portrait on the TV, he turned up the volume and listened for 
a few minutes. Finally he looked to Fiona and spoke very 
Slowly in a thick Italian accent: 


“They are talking about Divorce." ... So it was true. 
"What divorce?" Fiona asked. 


"You do not know this?" The man looked really awkward 
now. "They say your parents split up." 


"That's a lie!" Fiona shouted. 
"Does this program lie a lot?" Kelsey asked. 


"No ma'am," The waiter replied, "Sometimes they get things 
wrong, but most no." 


Fiona pulled her phone out of her purse and stormed out. 
Jessica thanked the waiter as | ran off after her. It was 
pointless for her to call her father, so she called her mother. 
| recognized this look of anxiousness; the same look Fiona 
sometimes gave worrying about her parents possibly 
splitting up when we were growing up. | never talked to 
Ralph or her mother about it, so | never found out. 
Sometimes Maria, Fiona's maid, would tell me some rumors, 
but even she didn't know. But anytime it seemed like they 
were going to break up. They never did. It would all be for 
nothing. 


"It's all right Fiona," | told her, "Don't worry about it." 


She was pacing back and forth, her free hand's fingers 
writhing and twitching. She rubbed her cheek with her 
gloved hand. 


"Pick up, pick up, pick up." Fiona muttered to herself as the 
phone kept ringing. 


"Fiona," Kelsey spoke up, "It's 3 pm right here, so that 
means it's about 6 am there." She said. 


| looked back to the other three standing around confused, 
"It's fine. Really." 


"Maria," She spoke forcefully, "Maria, put mother on... | 
don't care if she's sleeping, just put her on now! Would you- 
" She sighed and looked to me. 


| placed my hand on Fiona's shoulder, "It's okay, baby." 


"Not now, not now!" She swatted my hand a way. She was 
just to agitated at the moment. She began pacing again. 


"What's going on?" That stupid Shino had to open her dumb 
mouth. Jessica took her aside and explained the situation in 
Japanese. That just left Ayla and Kelsey standing there. 
Kelsey came to my side. 


"Is she okay Olivia?" | could tell from the look on her face 
that she was genuinely worried about Fiona. 


"She'll be fine," | assured her. 


We waited. A good ten minutes passed before Fiona's 
mother was placed on the line. 


“Mother! Took you long enough! ... Yes, yes, | Know it's early 
there! No no, everything's fine here. We're in Rome. Listen | 
just saw a news story about you and dad. They were saying- 


She stopped. There was another good long while where | 
couldn't hear anything. Once | heard that silence, | knew the 
truth. | felt a cold chill run through my body, as if | had 
found out my parents were splitting up... actually my 
parents splitting up would probably be a Godsend, but not 
for Fiona. And soon it hit her. The color drained from her 
face. When she finally spoke, she shook her head. 


"No! You can't be serious mom! How can you just leave him 
like that?!" A short pause. 


Kelsey made a move to move in towards her, but | pulled 
her back. | didn't need to be told the details. From Fiona's 
reactions, it sounded like her mother was the instigator. 


"Don't tell me it's not my fault!" She yelled. 


After a tense conversation, Fiona hung up and nearly threw 
her phone into the street. | just barely caught it, stinging my 
hands in the process. Thank God for my gloves. As | shook 
my hand in pain, | watched, Fiona hug her own stomach 
breathing in and out like she just ran a marathon. Fiona 
immediately went for Kelsey and cried into her shoulder. 
Why did she run for Kelsey? 


"Fiona," Kelsey seemed to be tearing up herself, "I'm so 
sorry." 


| can't fault the apartment dweller for hugging her back and 
showing her loyalty towards her. But | needed to console her 
now. It was my job. The girl | loved so much just had her 
whole world shattered. | calmly placed her phone into my 


purse and tested the waters by reaching a hand for Fiona's 
shoulder. 


"Kelsey, let me," | said. 


Fiona turned around, looked at my yellow gloves as if they 
were a foreign object. Another tear went down her face, and 
she sniffed loudly. Those beautiful eyes locked onto mine 
and for a moment she didn't say anything. Then she 
stepped back one step from me, her bottom lip quivering. 


"This is all your fault!" She whispered to me. 


Confusion set in for me. But she was hurt, | suppose she was 
going to lash out somehow: 


"It's okay Fiona-" | tried to hug her. 


"No, it's not okay!" Fiona screamed this time and pushed 
me, "You made them hate me! It's all your fault!" 


"Fiona," | tried to maintain my composure, "You're 
hysterical. Let's go back to the hotel." 


"I'm not going anywhere with you!" She kept crying, "You... 
You made me... You made me like this!" She pointed at 
herself. "You made me do those things..." 


Okay now | was starting to get annoyed. Separating parents 
or not, | didn't like Fiona taking out her aggression on me in 
public. | looked around and could already see a bunch of 
witnesses staring at us. The rest of the Fiona Five looked 
back at our argument, still not wishing to get involved. 


| remember when | was studying psychology that in times of 
grief, times of shock, the patient will lash out and find things 
to blame for their situation. Such was the case with Fiona. It 


was now time to play therapist and talk this out with her, 
even in public. | was calm: 


"Made you do what Fiona?" | asked. 


"| was a beautiful normal girl, but your... your... your 
obsession with me... you made me have feelings that aren't 
right..." Fiona went on. "I did those things, and now my 
parents hate me because their daughter is in a forbidden 
relationship with some manipulative lesbian! That's what 
you are!" 


"We are not lesbians!" | said aloud. 


My patience was wearing thin. Kelsey came into the 
argument and tried to back me up: 


"Fiona, it's not her fault, this isn't-" 


"Kelsey!" Fiona yelled back at her, "How can you say that? 
She actually forced me to break you and Ayla apart!" Then 
she looked back at Ayla, "Did she ever you tell you that 
Ayla?!" 


What?! How could she say that? | never did... well, okay yes 
| did that, but how could Fiona out me like that? Fortunately, 
Ayla didn't say anything. She probably thought it best not to 
get involved. 


"| didn't force anything," | said now starting to shake from 
this argument, "I love you Fiona and nobody else but you-" 


"Stop it!" She yelled, "Don't say that. | mean look what you 
made me do in Switzerland? Last night even? You're the one 
who always wants to do those dirty things! So | did! | did 
them all for you! And now my parents are divorcing!" 


"Fiona-" | said feeling my chest aching more. 
"| never loved you Olivia!" 


| had to pause after hearing that statement. | had heard 
Fiona hurt me before, but something about the way she said 
it, the place and time, the wording, it just... it just hurt 
worse than being stabbed in the heart with a knife. 


"| hate you! You've ruined my life! And | don't know why! 
Everything terrible in my life happened because of you! | 
hate you! You... you dyke!" 


... Okay look, what happened next, | had no control over my 
body or speech. My burning chest just ignited some fire that 
had perhaps been building up for a long time and | saw red. 
No longer did | see the beautiful girl | grew up with, the girl | 
fell in love with, rather | saw an ugly, manipulative, spoiled 
bitch. And | hated what | saw. | hated being talked to this 
way. Nobody talked to me this way. I'm Olivia Caldwell! 


| slapped her. 


| slapped her hard in the cheek like I'd never slapped 
anyone before. That's when she shut up. But the crowd 
around me all gasped. Including the Fiona Five. Immediately, 
Kelsey and Ayla ran to Fiona's side as she bent over holding 
her face. 


"You bitch!" | growled, "How fucking dare you talk to me like 
that! HOW FUCKING DARE YOU!" My voice got so loud, so 
screeching, | felt like | was going to blow it out, "I've done 
everything for you! I've been by your side since we were 
little kids. | gave my life to you! Every affection | gave to 
you was for love. | loved you Fiona. | took care of you. You 
think you'd have gotten through college without me? | was 
writing all your fucking papers for you while you were 


modeling naked in art classes for that whore you were 
with!" 


Jessica and her girlfriend had now come to the line. 
"Olivia," Jessica tried to stop me. 


"No Jessica!" | yelled back at her, thinking about what her 
girlfriend has said, "Your woman... Shiho, she's absolutely 
right! Fiona doesn't care about me! You know it, she knows 
it, Ayla knows it. She's a fucking spoiled child who takes all 
the love given to her and gives none of it back!" 


The anger was just getting more and more heavy until | 
couldn't take it. Even if she was crying heavily, clinging to 
Kelsey, | saw that black cloud of negativity that had plagued 
my life for the past decade. 


"YOU FUCKING CUNT!" | lunged at her, almost attacking her. 


"Hey! HEY!" The next thing | felt was Ayla, of all people, 
pushing me back. How could Ayla side with Fiona? After all 
Fiona did to her? 


“That's enough!" Now Jessica came after me, "We're going 
back to the hotel okay! Everybody needs to chill out!" 


"No!" | shook Ayla away from me, "No! No more!" 


| looked back at saw The Fiona Five: Ayla Zhen, an impulsive 
wackjob, Jessica Perez, an arrogant bully, Kelsey Greenberg, 
a seemingly innocent girl who then takes drugs and ruins 
your vacation, and the ringleader of them all; the woman | 
once called my lover, the despicable two-faced Fiona 
Winston. How could | love her? And finally there was that 
Shiho girl, the only one out of all of them who at least had 
some dignity and spoke her mind. | can't believe I'm 


defending her of all people. She called it though. | was no 
longer a Fiona Five member. 


"Just stay away!" 

In a flash, | ran as fast as | could. 

"Olivia!" Jessica yelled at me. 

"Jessie no!" | heard Shiho call out, "Let her go." 


| got in a cab and made my way back for the hotel. It was 
there when | finally gained control of my mind again. | 
attacked Fiona. And like a burst pipe, | just started crying. | 
cried so hard, my gloves became soaked. My life was over. 
How could this have happened? 


Chapter 25 


FIONA FIVE AROUND THE WORLD 
By Sailor Jane and Glee-Chan 
CHAPTER 25 - ROME, ITALY 
KELSEY 


We couldn't get Fiona back to the hotel fast enough. She 
was completely inconsolable. | felt so bad for Fiona. Hearing 
about her parents divorce immediately reminded me of my 
mother's passing and it made me cry. For a brief moment, | 
wanted to be her girlfriend again and hug her, regardless of 
if Ayla protested or not, but Fiona chose to cling to Jessica. 
In fact, once she had her arms around her, she never let go 
of her. She cried and cried and cried into Jessica's shoulder. | 
couldn't imagine how Shiho felt about that. 


Olivia's suitcase and seemingly all her stuff was gone. While 
Fiona had said some really hurtful things to her, | was very 
annoyed at how unsympathetic Olivia was to her situation. 
Where was she? 


"She left me!" Fiona cried. 


Fiona wanted to be alone with Jessica. For some reason, | 
felt hurt by that. | felt | was so close with Fiona and she 
would choose me to be her shoulder to cry on. But she 
chose Jessica. Meanwhile, Ayla, Shiho and myself went back 
to our room and tried to get a hold of Olivia. She was 
nowhere to be found. Where was she? Did she go back to 
Seattle? 


"| can't believe Olivia would just abandon her girlfriend like 
that." | said. 


Ayla sat on the bed next to Shiho taking her shoes off, "I 
can. All those things Fiona said to her-" Ayla looked back to 
Shiho, "Shiho can you unzip me?" 


Shiho silently helped Ayla out of her dress. | don't know why 
Ayla was undressing in front of her, but then again Shiho 
had seen her naked at this point. 


"| know but," | put my phone down and sat on the bed next 
to Ayla as she removed her dress, "Fiona is going through a 
terrible crisis with her parents splitting up." 


"Crisis?" Shiho asked confused by the meaning of the word. 


"She's..." Ayla tried to explain now in her underwear and 
gloves, "She's having a hard time." 


"| had harder time," Shiho pouted, "When my parents threw 
me out." 


That's right, | remembered Shiho's parents had thrown her 
out on the street when she came out. Ayla grabbed her 
hand and squeezed it. 


"I'm sorry Shiho," | acknowledged her, "That is a terrible 
thing for your family to do to you. But for Fiona's own 
girlfriend to abandon her at this time really is a horrible 
thing to do." 


"Olivia does everything for Fiona," Shiho started to raise her 
voice, "And Fiona does nothing for her." 


"She's right," Ayla agreed. 


"Ayla," Shiho turned her back, "Can you unzip my dress? | 
do not want to wear it anymore." 


Ayla said nothing and just started unzipping her. 
"You can unhook my bra too. I'm so hot, | want shower." 


"Yeah | need one too," Ayla chuckled, "You want to shower 
together?" 


"Ayla!" | scolded her. 
"I'm just joking." 


"No it's fine," Shiho said, "| am okay with us shower 
together." 


"Really?" Ayla said. 
“| wanted to shower with Jessie but..." Shiho scowled. 


"Okay," Ayla seemed a little too excited about that as she 
immediately ripped off Shiho's bra and exposed her breasts. 


| don't know why, but | was starting to get a little 
uncomfortable by how close Shiho and Ayla were getting. It 
really came to a head in Switzerland. | watched the two of 
them have sex in front of me. Yes, it was a game, so | wasn't 
Supposed to read too much into it, but it was more my 
reaction to that moment. | was turned on watching my 
girlfriend and a non-Fiona Five member (even if Shiho was 
very close) do that to each other. | guess it sparked this 
overly-kinky side of Ayla again. 


"You think there's enough room in the shower for all three of 
us?" asked Ayla. 


"| don't want a shower right now," | told them, "I want to go 
back and check on Fiona." 


"Kelsey leave her alone," Ayla said now removing her bra as 
well, "She wants to be alone with her new sex-toy Jessie." 


"Ayla!" | pointed to Shiho. 


Immediately Ayla looked back to Jessie's girlfriend with an 
apology in her eyes. 


"It's fine," Shiho said, "Jessie will not do anything like that." 


"Well that's a relief," Ayla smiled and grabbed Shiho's 
gloved hand, "Because I'm gonna do stuff to you in the 
shower. Let me get my latex gloves." 


"| want to shower without gloves though," Shiho gestured 
like she wanted to remove her gloves. 


"No no no!" Ayla grabbed her gloved hands, "Don't do that. 
Trust me latex gloves in the shower is so much fun." 


This was all seeming too familiar. It really seemed like Ayla 
was now using Shiho to act out her fetish fantasies, 
especially since | had given her the talk back in England. | 
decided the best thing to do was leave the room, without 
saying anything, and keep trying Olivia. Unfortunately she 
just wasn't answering her phone. | took a long walk outside 
by myself wondering what the future of The Fiona Five was. 
What my future was with Ayla... 


| didn't sleep well that night. Ayla and Shiho were oddly 
intimate without each other, although they never crossed 
the line in my presence. They were sleeping naked together 
in latex gloves and stockings, while holding each other. | 
don't know how Ayla got Shiho to agree to this. But here | 


was on the other side of the bed in my pajamas and satin 
gloves, feeling lonely. 


| don't know if this was a dream or not, but | hada 
flashback... no not that kind of flashback, a flashback from 
only a week ago: 


We were in England, shopping. Ayla must have looked 
through a hundred gloves trying to pick out the perfect ones 
for Shiho. 


"So how come you're not spending more time picking out 
new gloves for me?" | asked, jokingly. 


"| buy you gloves all the time," Ayla chuckled back, 
"Besides, | thought we agreed we'd cool down for a while on 
all that stuff?" 


It had only been two days since The Niagara Falls incident. | 
still wasn't feeling great, but shopping did help me to get 
my mind off of things. | had already picked out a few tops 
that Ayla was going to have to buy for me. Hey, | had to milk 
her guilt-trip a little bit. | did address this though: 


"Yeah but... | still like gifts from my Aylee..." 


Ayla rolled her eyes, "Okay, pick out a pair of gloves you 
want and I'll buy them for you." 


While | looked through the gloves, admittedly, there really 
wasn't anything | didn't already have, Ayla got a text from 
Jessie. 


"Oh," Ayla told me, "I think | just got a clue from Jessie." 


She explained Shiho's ex-girlfriend wearing a pair of gloves 
with a bow-design. Well | just happened to look through a 


couple gloves on the wall with that kind of design. Ayla 
immediately came through and eyed them all. 


"Bingo!" She pulled out a pair of ivory colored gloves with a 
bow design. | admit they were very cute. | think | wanted 
some too, but they didn't have them in purple. "You think 
she'll like these?" 


"It really is important to you that Shiho like the gloves you 
give her, isn't it?" 


Ayla sighed and grabbed my hands, "I'm sorry am | 
obsessing over this?" 


"No it's okay," | assured her. 
"Cause you told me earlier-" 
"Aylee, don't worry about that." 


"| feel so close with Shiho now," Ayla was looking at the 
bow-design gloves while holding my hands, "And she seems 
so insecure and out-of-place with us. | just really wanted to 
give her a pair of gloves of my own that'll fit her style. | 
promised her." 


| smiled at that and kissed her in the middle of the store, 
"You're so sweet, you know that?" 


"“Oooohhh," Ayla was getting frisky again and started 
making out with me more. 


"Easy," | had to restrain her considering what we talked 
about before, but with a smile, "Easy girl." 


"Sorry," Ayla realized the error of her ways and let go of my 
hands, "I'll try harder. Let's get the gloves for Shiho. | can't 


wait to see her try them on." 


"You realize," | told her as she picked them up, "Fiona will 
never allow her to wear them as part of The Fiona Five." 


"Well," Ayla said looking down at them, "She can wear them 
when you, me, her and Jessie all have our long awaited 


orgy." 

"Ayla!" | taunted her. 

"I'm joking!" She chuckled, "I'm just joking Kelsey." 
"| Know you are," | decided to kiss her again. 


When the flashback ended, it was morning in Rome and we 
had a flight to Japan. There was still no word from Olivia. 
When Fiona came in, still clinging to Jessica, she said she 
wanted to continue her Fiona Five vacation, with or without 
Olivia. This was what she needed to keep her mind off her 
parents. Apparently the night before, she had a long talk 
with her mother. There was no word from her father yet. 


Seeing as how Jessica was still glued to Fiona, Shiho didn't 
even bother to get together with her girlfriend. She was still 
clinging to Ayla, leaving me the new odd-one out of the 
group. | hadn't felt this way since joining The Fiona Five. 


"Shiho, what are you wearing?" Fiona barked at her before 
we left for the airport. 


| actually didn't know what she was talking about until | 
looked over at Shiho and saw she was wearing a different 
pair of gloves: the ones Ayla had picked out for her. Ayla 
gave a sigh knowing this was coming. Even Jessie stared at 
her confused. 


“These gloves Ayla gave to me," Shiho said giving Fiona a 
pout. 


"| think they're cute," Jessie said to Fiona, "Don't you Fiona?" 


"Shiho," Fiona demanded, though in a cordial manner, 
"Please change into your proper gloves, so that we can look 
uniform as The Fiona Five." 


"No!" Shiho yelled, much to everyone's surprise and pulled 
them tighter, "| want to wear these. | wore white gloves and 
gown last night. Today | want to wear Ayla's gloves." 


"Yeah and no offense Fiona," Ayla stuck up for her, "We 
aren't exactly The Fiona Five right now... Well, actually 
technically we are." 


It looked like an argument was about to take place, but 
Jessie smoothed Fiona's hair, "Let her wear them this time 
Fiona. You and | will be walking onto the plane together and 
we're matched perfectly. All eyes will be on the two of us." 


Fiona grabbed my hand so that | was on one side of her 
while Jessie was on the other. "Let's go!" She was pouting, 
"You two stay behind us," Fiona told Ayla and Shiho. 


While Fiona had the two of us locked arms (she really wasn't 
going to let us go) | looked back to see Ayla rolling her eyes. 
But when | looked at Fiona's face, | still felt so bad for her. | 
put my head on her shoulder and told her everything was 
going to be fun once we got to Japan. 


Once we got to the gate of our plane, much to all our 
Surprise, it turned out that Olivia Caldwell was sitting there 
with her luggage. Fiona immediately gasped upon seeing 
her, now pushing Jessie and me away. 


"What are you doing here?" Fiona confronted her. 


"Let's not make a scene Fifi," Jessie was playing peace- 
maker again. 


Olivia seemed oddly subdued, "I planned this vacation, | 
booked all the flights, or at least paid someone to book 
them for me, and | am going to enjoy the rest of my 
vacation, regardless of who else is with me." 


It was difficult to know what Fiona was thinking, but she 
went back to Jessie and held her hand, "I'm sitting with 
Jessica, just FYI." 


"Um," Jessie looked uncomfortable, "No offense Fifi, but | 
was kind of hoping to sit with Shiho." 


"It is fine," Shiho grabbed Ayla's hand, "I will sit with Ayla." 


Great, looks like | was stuck with Olivia. | was going to have 
to hear her tear into Fiona for the entire flight: 12 hours. All 
the while, my girlfriend was going to have Shiho as her play 
toy. | wondered if she was going to convince her to join the 
mile-high club. | was really going to miss her for this long 
flight. Maybe Shiho could come sit with... no bad idea. 


“What's with her gloves?" Olivia asked me when we sat 
down, obviously talking about Shiho. 


"Ayla bought them for her," | explained the situation. 
"Your girlfriend seems pretty flirty with Jessica's asian doll." 


Well, it was going to be a long flight, so | might as well just 
give into Olivia thirst for gossip, "It's nice that they're 
getting along so well." 


"As asians do with each other," Olivia said. 
God this was going to be a long flight. 


"Olivia how come you didn't answer me? | called you so 
many times." 


"It's called space Kelsey," She answered, "Some people 
need it, especially after my so-called girlfriend was acting as 
abusive as she was." 


"| Know she was out of line Olivia," | tried to explain to her, 
“But she's going through a tough-" 


"Let's watch a movie together," Olivia said looking through 
the movie browser on her screen. 


Obviously Olivia was in no mood to speak about this, so | let 
it go. Besides, a movie sounded like a good distraction. 
Unfortunately, she was having a hard time using the touch- 
screen. 


“These things are so hard to use," Olivia went for her purse, 
"And since I'm wearing gloves, forget about it." 


Taking out a stylist pen, she was able to access the screen 
better. Sometimes we had to use these small touch-screen 
pens as our fingers were always covered in gloves. She 
chose the movie and we watched it together on our 
respective screens. She even held my hand the entire time. 
| noticed that every once in a while | caught Olivia trying to 
catch a glimpse of Fiona across the aisle from her. After 
having a long conversation about how terrible the movie is, 
Olivia decided to take a nap. | ended up sleeping too, 
considering | got little sleep the night before. 
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(A few side notes: This is around the time that | originally 
walked away from this story. This chapter, the chapters to 
follow, Glee-Chan and | finished recently. 


At the moment I'm publishing this, Glee-Chan is publishing 
LOVE LETTER LOVELIES 6: LOVELY BRIDES which you can 
read on her page. LOVELY BRIDES takes place BEFORE this 
story, so you don't have to worry about spoilers. And even if 
you read this story before LOVELY BRIDES, | don't think it's 
going to ruin much, as It's more focused on Kaede and 
Makoto. Think of it like a Tarantino movie where the 
chronology Is out of sync (I'm sure Glee-Chan Is sick of me 
bringing up Tarantino for the 5 millionth time.) 


Also, | had nothing to do with writing LOVELY BRIDES aside 
from a few brief conversations Glee-chan and | had. | gave 
her full control of Jessica's character in that story, which she 
has handled with care... for the most part... 


Another update, since this was also talked about on Glee- 
Chan's Deviant Art page, while the original FIONA FIVE story 
was very much influenced by the first LOVE LETTER 
LOVELIES, the characters are not really supposed to avatars 
for her characters. With the exception of Kelsey being a bit 
like Makoto; Fiona, Olivia and Jessica were more based off of 


the characters from CLUELESS and MEAN GIRLS. And don't 
ask me where Ayla came from because | honestly have no 
idea... she's basically just a living manifestation of my kinky 
side. 


And | just wrote another novel for an introduction... you're a 
bad influence Chrissy!) 


| cannot begin to say how relieved | was to be back in my 
own country. | was starting to have enough of this Fiona 
Five. At first, | felt bad for Fiona, but now this drama was just 
getting ridiculous. Even worse, it felt like the princess was 
stealing all my girlfriend's time. | get these girls wanting to 
be supportive for their friend, but it's not just Fiona that is 
hurting. What about Olivia? Did no one see how unhealthy 
that relationship was except for me? As a result of Fiona's 
sulking, Jessie was taken from me. 


| thought the only reason | was invited on this trip was to be 
with my girlfriend and meet her friends. It seemed fitting 
since Jessie practically is a member of the Love Letter 
Lovelies. My friends love her. Jessie even was a bridesmaid 
for Kaede-chan for crying out loud. | wanted to have the 
Same experience with her friends... but these people. | can't 
say | understand them, and | don't think they understand 
me all that well either. It's not just the language barrier. 


Kelsey and Ayla try their best to include me, but I'm starting 
to think that Kelsey doesn't appreciate the extra attention 
Ayla had been giving me. | can't say | blame her. She went 
on this vacation for the same reasons | did. She wanted to 
be with her girlfriend. Well... both of us are out of luck. 
Stupid Fiona. 


Thank goodness Ayla was my partner on this flight. | was 
feeling a bit selfish and allowed her attention on the flight. 
Sorry Kelsey. Ordinarily | wouldn't have screwed her over 
like that, but back then | couldn't deal with Fiona Five drama 
for another minute. Admittedly, | had fun with Ayla. She's 
hypersexual, but so was my ex; | know how to deal with it. 
Ayla really wanted to practice her Japanese, so she got out 
her notes and tried to speak to me in my native tongue for 
the entire flight. It was sort of cute hearing her say things 
wrong. She certainly couldn't speak fluently like Jessica 
could, but all she needed was some practice. Besides, that 
little bit of Japan was enough to relieve this sense of 
isolation | was feeling. 


And honestly, | was enjoying wearing her gloves. Not that | 
didn't enjoy wearing Jessie's gloves, or even the gloves 
Fiona made me wear in France, they just felt more 
personable. They looked amazing, just like Sora's, and felt 
comfortable, but | also didn't feel pressured into wearing 
these. Ayla got them for me just because she wanted to, 
and | really wanted to cherish her gift, especially in front of 
her. | appreciated her friendship. 


There's only one problem with the bright side of my trip... 
Ayla keeps pushing the boundaries beyond that of normal 
friendship. Sometimes | think she's treating me like a 
girlfriend. | understand that these girls are affectionate and | 
try to adapt to it, but there are times when | wonder if I'm 
being a good girlfriend when | allow these things. Ayla was 
holding my hand for the entire flight, snuggling up against 
me, kissing me if she felt like she could get away with it, 
even groping me as a "joke". | liked Ayla a lot, and | 
accepted that things are amongst The Fiona Five, but | don't 
know if | can keep it up. 


The night before when | showered with Ayla, it was weird to 
say the least. And yes, wearing those long latex gloves in 
the shower was pushing me a bit too far. | had only worn 
them with Jessie, and that was always for sex, which | loved, 
especially seeing how much excitement Jessie gets out of it. 
So naturally, when Ayla wanted to wear those latex gloves, | 
thought she was expecting shower sex. Maybe I've gotten 
too many flirty vibes from that girl, so | freaked out a bit. 
Thankfully, | was stressing over nothing. Apparently she just 
loved wearing those things in the shower, regardless. 


The upside for wearing the latex gloves was that in 
changing gloves | finally got to see her naked hands! And 
even then, she was so uncomfortable about it, just as Jessie 
had been that first time | got her's during our Hotspring 
Holiday. If she was anything like Jessie, | knew this was a big 
deal for her. Allowing me to see something so private made 
me feel happy. The only problem was that Jessie had did so 
because she liked me. Ayla doing this... well, let's just say | 
had a good reason to freak out before. 


There have been several times when it seemed like Ayla and 
| might cross that forbidden line. I've seen the look in her 
eyes and I'd be lying if | said | wasn't tempted. With all the 
crap | was going through with Jessie ditching me the last few 
days my resolve has been getting thinner and thinner of 
late. | don't like it. It makes me feel dirty. | already feel guilty 
from what happened back in Switzerland, game or not. The 
sad part about all that is... Jessie didn't even care. Things 
definitely went too far that night... another girl made me 
cum right in front of my girlfriend, and she wasn't the 
slightest bit upset about it. If anything, she was turned on. 


After the shower, Kelsey was no where to be found again. 
My guess was that she probably was trying to comfort Fiona, 
| don't know. | should have left, but | was feeling a bit sore 


for being ditched again. When Ayla invited me to spend the 
night, | gave in... once again feeling selfish. The price of not 
being alone again was that Ayla wanted to masturbate in 
front of me again. | had seen this back in France, so it was 
nothing new, but to my surprise she wanted me to 
masturbate as well. 


The bad thing was | really wanted to. | was turned on, and 
someone was actually showing me attention. But | had 
Jessie to think about. There was another reason | came on 
this trip, and it wasn't to cheat on my girlfriend. | still had to 
ask my girlfriend something very important. Something life 
changing. | couldn't go spoiling it by allowing Ayla watch me 
do something like that. So instead, | chickened out... but 
that didn't stop me from watching her go at it. | even held 
her free hand when she climaxed. 


What were these girls doing to me? I'd never think of doing 
such a thing with Makoto or Kaede, and yet there | was 
holding the girl who used me as masturbation material. It 
was sexy and | could see myself falling for her if | wasn't 
already in love. | don't like this feeling. This is what happens 
when line between friendship and relationships are blurred. 


Of course, Ayla insisted we leave our latex gloves on all 
night. That | wasn't so sure about. | had come to love 
wearing gloves when Jessie and | had sex. It was our thing. 
She had also coaxed me into wearing satin gloves at night 
with moisturizing cream, which was at least practical, but 
why wear latex gloves to bed? With Ayla, non-the-less? Even 
this started to feel like | was tarnishing my relationship with 
Jessie. | get that everyone in The Fiona Five wore gloves like 
they were in some exclusive club with mandatory uniforms 
(except the uniforms were gloves and dresses), but it no 
longer felt quite as special between Jessie and me anymore. 


| didn't want to just be another Fiver now that we were 
going to Japan. That's why | wanted to wear Ayla's gloves. | 
know | have to wear gloves, regardless, but this time it's on 
my terms. We're in MY country so I'm not about to let some 
spoiled child who broke her girlfriend's heart tell me what | 
can and can not wear in my back yard. Ayla was hesitant 
about letting me wear them knowing what Fiona would say, 
but | didn't care. 


We were now in Tokyo, and finally | was the expert for once. 
It didn't stop Olivia from bossing everyone around, but her 
power seemed diminished since Fiona wasn't on good terms 
with her. There was still the question of what to do in terms 
of Hotel rooms. Fiona and Olivia would not stay in the same 
room. Jessie tried playing peace maker again. Both she and 
Kelsey were keen on trying to get the two to at least talk to 
each other, but the rich blondes were too busy being pissed 
off. 


"I'll just stay with Jessie tonight." Fiona announced, as if 
doing so set it in stone. 


| thought Jessie would draw the line and protest now that we 
were in Japan, but she didn't. In fact, she didn't even look at 
me to see how | felt about it. She just nodded her head. It 
looked like Jessie was once again acting Fiona's slave. Ugh! | 
want my girlfriend back! This sucks. 


Once again, Ayla volunteered to 'babysit' me, so that meant 
Kesley got pawned off on Olivia again. Back in Rome, | didn't 
mind this so much, but now | was starting to see that this 
little issue was affecting Kelsey just as much as it was me. | 
shouldn't be here, but Kelsey wasn't even fighting back. | 
don't know if she wanted to stay with Olivia during this crisis 
or not, but she certainly wasn't putting up a stink. 


When we got to our rooms, | finally got a moment to look 
out the window on Tokyo. This isn't exactly my city, but 
seeing Japanese buildings and cars, characters on signs, 
and asian people walking about made me feel more at ease. 
This wasn't Utsunomiya or even Yumoto, but it was home. 


"Let's go out." Ayla suggested once she got her things in 
order. She was using broken Japanese, which was endearing 
even if not accurate. 


"Should | fetch the others?" 
"No. They all with to Fiona." 


| snickered at that, understanding how | must sound to them 
when | spoke in English. | try so hard, but sometimes | just 
say the wrong words. When | giggled, she looked at me with 
those love sick eyes and then it hit me again. We were 
getting too close, even now. 


"Does it bother you that your girlfriend stuck with Olivia 
again?" 


| tried to speak slower so she could understand what | was 
saying. It took a minute to let her mind translate it. Perhaps 
| needed to use more simple words. She attempted to 
respond in Japanese, again not very well. Still it was cute 
that she tried. 


"Yes it bothers me, but it can't be helped." She immediately 
changed her mood and asked something else. "Where are 
the Hentai places?" 


| laughed again at that. I'd definitely have to take her to 
Akihabara later, where all the Otako would go for perverted 
things, but at the moment | thought a reunion with some of 
my friends was just what the doctor called for. We had 


talked about getting in touch with Kaede and Makoto we got 
to Tokyo, but with the blondes fighting | didn't know if | 
should. 


"You should call them." Ayla insisted when | voiced my 
concern, this time in English. "If nothing else, we could just 
go on Our own." 


| didn't know about that last part, as | know Jessie would be 
pissed if she missed out on seeing Makoto again, but | called 
the Ozawas never the less. When Makoto was the one who 
answered, for some reason | felt a whole lot better. 


"You're back! I'm so happy! I've been looking forward to 
meeting Jessie's friends. Tell me, what are they like?" 


| couldn't exactly give her my full impressions on the group 
yet, so instead | shifted the conversation to making 
arrangements to see them at their house. Makoto wouldn't 
play ball, as usual, and kept insisting on details about the 
Fivers. She especially was curious about this famous Fiona 
Winston that Jessie talked so much about. 


"Oh, you're no fun!" Makoto whined when | wouldn't give her 
all the information she wanted to know. "I'll just have to find 
out about them myself, now won't I?" 


"Just don't try to do anything weird, Mako-chan." | sighed, 
wondering what was going on through that girl's head. "A 
number of these girls are like how Sora was back in High 
School, so keep that in mind." 


"Yes, yes, | know." Makoto ignored my warnings. "Besides, 
no one can be in a bad mood when the great Shiho Inoue 
cooks for them... You're still going to cook right? I've been 
looking forward to it! It's been so long since | got to eat your 
tasty food." 


That brat, conning her way into getting a home cooked 
meal. Still,l had promised to give Ayla some authentic 
Japanese cuisine. Now was a good of a time as any. 


"You win Mako-chan." | told her. | glanced at Ayla who wasn't 
even attempting to hide her eaves dropping. She gave mea 
thumbs up, and that's when | remembered something 
important. Those gloves. Now that was a conversation. 


"Um, Mako-chan," | started tentatively, "you remember how 
Jessie is right? You know, about the glove thing? Well all of 
these girls are just like that. So... um... you do understand 
that they're going to insist that you and Kaede wear gloves 
the entire time. Hell, they might even expect you to be in 
elegant dresses." 


When | said this, Ayla snatched the phone from me. 
"Konichiwa, Mako-chan! It's Ayla!" 


"Konichiwa!" | heard Makoto's voice on the the other end. 
She had been as loud and over-the-top silly as Ayla had 
been. If Makoto was anything, she was a good sport. 


“Wear dress for me?" Ayla shouted in broken Japanese. I'm 
not sure she herself was so interested in Makoto wearing a 
dress as much as she just knew Fiona's preferences. 


Makoto giggled in a way only she could. "I'm changing 
clothes as we speak... gloves too." 


"Yatta!" Ayla squealed like Chun-Li from Street Fighter. 


| literally covered my face with my hand at that. It was both 
cute and embarrassing. Makoto, of course, was giggling like 
mad on the other line. Of course she would find that sort of 
thing funny. 


With everything ready to go, the only thing left to do was 
find the others and tell them they were summoned to meet 
the Lovelies. So Ayla and | visited Fiona and Jessie's room 
first. Jessie was obviously on board to see Makoto and 
Kaede, no shock there, but Fiona took a little more 
convincing. | had to explain that their house was outside the 
center of Tokyo in the suburbs. Fortunately, Fiona saw that 
as an adventure. 


“That sounds fun. I've seen the tourist attractions of Tokyo 
SO many times. They bore me ever-so much!" 


Ayla decided to have a conversation with Fiona about what 
she's done in Tokyo before, even grabbing her hand for a 
few minutes. In actuality, she was doing me a favor by 
distracting her, so | could hug Jessie alone for a few 
minutes. It seemed that Jessie was in the same mind set 
and finally acknowledged our mutual problem. 


"Sorry baby," She whispered to me in Japanese, "We're 
sorting this out, hopefully the two bitches will be back 
together soon and we can go back to enjoying our 
vacation." 


| didn't respond, | just wanted her to hold me. | think she 
understood and stopped apologizing. It didn't take much to 
fix things between us, just a hug. Damn | love her. | love her 
So much. | could stay in her arms forever. 


"You having fun with Ayla?" Jessie asked, "Did she do 
anything crazy to you?" 


"Tried to," | told her immediately, not wanting to have 
secrets between us. "I'm not sure if she knows there's a line 
that shouldn't be crossed, but she stops when | tell her to." 


Jessie gave me a curious look, wondering what we had 
gotten up too. "Did you two-" She smiled, | knew exactly 
what she was getting at. 


"No! Well, not exactly..." | immediately reported. Of course, 
what | wasn't saying was that | was extremely tempted. 
Somehow | think even if | did, Jessie wouldn't have minded. 
It made me somewhat jealous. Now | wondered if the same 
was true on her end. I've felt first hand how these girls 
compare kissing to holding hands. "What about you and 
Fiona, did you two do anything weird?" 


Jessie hesitated, which didn't make me feel good at all. 
"We'll talk about it later tonight, okay? In the meanwhile, I'm 
gonna see if | can lock Olivia and Fiona in a room together 
so they can work this out." 


Well now | was curious. Were Jessie and Fiona doing things 
behind my back? Was | a hypocrite for getting angry at that 
considering what Ayla and | were doing? Maybe | hadn't 
gone too far, but my mind had. | wanted too, and that was 
just as bad, wasn't it? 


Collecting Olivia and Kelsey for an evening with the Ozawas 
took more convincing. Not Kelsey, she wanted to meet 
everyone, but Olivia was against the idea. She went through 
the whole excuse of "Why did we come all the way to Tokyo 
to go visit someone's house in the middle of nowhere and 
have them cook some low-class dinner," but | think she just 
didn't want to spend more time with Fiona. Somehow Kelsey 
convinced her. Now | was wondering what Kelsey and Olivia 
were doing together. This whole Fiona Five girlfriend- 
Swapping thing was just so insane. 


Since my car was back at home, we had to rent one. After 
loading it up, | took the drivers’ seat for once. Our little 


reunion in Fiona's room must have made Jessie more 
mindful of my feelings as she joined me up in the 
passenger's seat. Then, as if Kaede's God had inspired her 
to do so, she gave me a proper kiss. 


“Here we go again!" She said in Japanese, "Another Shiho- 
Jessie adventure in Japan!" 


| couldn't help but blush from that. | didn't even care who 
sat with who at this point, but apparently, Fiona and Olivia 
ended up sitting together. They said nothing to each other. 


We drove for almost an hour and Olivia complained about 
how far this place was. During that time, Fiona feel asleep 
on Olivia's shoulder. Olivia begrudgingly sighed and decided 
to keep quiet. | must admit, it was a relief to see Fiona and 
Olivia like that. While we drove, Ayla and Kelsey looked out 
the window and enjoyed the sights. 


"Tokyo's amazing," Kelsey added, "It reminds me of New 
York, only... well more modern." 


"| Know what you mean," Ayla added. 


We exited the big building areas and drove to in a more 
domestic place. Decent sizes houses populated the 
landscape, filled with middle-class to upper middle class 
homes. Eventually we arrive at Kaede's house, a good sized 
house at that. It wasn't a mansion by any stretch of 
imagination, but it was a two storied home, pretty decent 
for a house in Tokyo. 


"Wow," Kelsey said, "Kaede lives here?" 
"She and Mako-chan make good money," | responded. 


“Not enough for me," Olivia was not impressed obviously. 


| decided not to say that they were actually living below 
their means of income, as Kaede was a famous actress in 
Japan. Unlike what | had seen of the two blondes, | don't like 
boasting about that sort of thing. Besides, it really isn't an 
achievement | can take credit for. Kaede and Makoto earned 
every yen they got by their own hard work. They should be 
the ones taking credit for that, not me. 


| pulled into the drive way and parked behind Makoto's car. 
As | did so, | noticed that Olivia was tapping Fiona's shoulder 
from the rear view mirror. For a brief second | thought that 
maybe this action might have been some form of 
reconciliation, but naturally | was wrong. 


"Fiona wake up, we're here." 


"I'm awake Olivia!" Fiona snapped at her, "I don't need you 
scolding me." 


Olivia rolled her eyes and exited the car. This was going to 
be bad. 


Kaede and Makoto opened the door and came out. Makoto 
was wearing her pink dress and long pink leather gloves | 
had seen before. But Kaede's dress, a navy-blue number 
with black sparkly gloves, could rival The Fiona Five's 
expensive dresses. She looked fantastic. 


"Ahhhh!" Jessie jumped out of the car screaming with 
excitement. 


"Jessie!" Makoto ran up and jumped in her arms. 


They exchanged greetings before Jessie went over to hug 
Kaede, who embraced her in a way she rarely does with 
anyone else. To her, Jessie was family. In a way she is. If it 


wasn't for Jessie, the two of them might not even be married 
right now. 


Ayla was next to join the welcoming party. She did her best 
to speak in Japanese, but funny enough, Makoto was trying 
to speak English. So naturally, neither of them managed to 
get anything important out. That didn't matter anyway, as 
both of them were laughing so hard that even if they were 
speaking correctly it would have been unintelligible. | could 
tell Makoto was excited to finally meet Ayla in person. 
Kaede, in the meantime, went up to Kelsey and spoke in 
English. | have to admit I'm jealous at how good she is. | 
Swear, Kaede talks more in English than she does in 
Japanese! So far so good, everyone finally met outside of 
Skype, but then came the blondes... As Kaede would say: 
God help us all. 


"Mako-chan, Kaede-chan," Jessie spoke in english, "These 
two, unfortunately, are Fiona Winston and Olivia Caldwell." 


Neither of them seemed particularly friendly looking. 
Nevertheless, the stoic Kaede was gracious: "Welcome to 
Tokyo. It is nice to see you two. | know my house is small, 
but please feel free to make yourself at home." 


"Thank you," Fiona finally spoke up, "I'm surprised you 
speak English so well. You actually speak better than Shiho." 


Ouch. | was already smarting and that really dug it in. | 
hoped that Jessie would come up with a quip to counter 
Fiona's insult, but she didn't. | guess because Fiona was still 
down that Jessie didn't want to upset her but... Fiona just 
insulted me! 


"Fiona can't speak any Japanese," Ayla managed to say in 
her best Japanese accent. 


"That's okay," Makoto was always the bright bulb of 
positivity. 


"Can we go inside already?" Olivia complained, "This heat is 
killing me." 


"It's not that hot Olivia!" Fiona told her, "Stop being so 
rude." 


"I'm being rude?" Olivia snapped back at her. 


"Okay okay," Jessie got in-between them, as did Kelsey, "It 
was a long flight, long drive, everyone's cranky, let's go 
inside." 


| looked to Kaede and rolled my eyes. In that look, | was 
telling her what | had been dealing with. That face of hers 
gave nothing away as uSual, but | could read subtle 
expression. She already in silent observation mode. Within 
an hour, she'd know everything. 


"Fiona," Kelsey ventured in a sweet voice, "what do you 
think of Kaede's outfit?" 


Fiona went right up to Kaede and inspected it. "Hmmm, 
rather well designed | must say." 


"It was designed by a famous Japanese designer. | wore it 
for a photo-shoot and | was allowed to keep the dress. | 
added gloves because | know you'd appreciate that." 


"I've never been a fan of black gloves," Fiona said, "But you 
at least wear them well." 


Well this seemed to be going okay. 


"However," She went over to Makoto, "I'm rather distraught 
by your dress. You see, | wear pink in the group. | would 
prefer if you changed into something else." 


Makoto was lost, "Um... sorry, soeak slower?" 


"Fiona," Ayla, back to English, was finally the voice of 
reason, "Nobody goes to your house and tells you how to 
dress." 


"I'm probably not even going to have a house when | get 
back, considering my parents are splitting up." Fiona 
immediately stormed inside. Olivia followed her. 


Kaede eyes opened hearing that. She looked to me and 
spoke in Japanese, "So that's it..." 


As always, Kaede was on top of things. She now knew what 
the core problem was between the two blondes. She hadn't 
discovered the relationship issues yet, but give it ten 
minutes... "It's a long story." 
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Now inside, Jessie spoke with Kaede and Makoto about how 
nice the place looked. Ayla tried to keep up in Japanese. 
Kelsey was probably lost. But anytime Makoto switched to 
English she was adorable but terrible. So, whatever 
language was being spoken, some translation would have to 
occur. In the meantime, Fiona freshened up in one 
bathroom, while Olivia went to another. 


At one point, Makoto asked me about my gloves. She really 
liked them, especially the bow design. | told her Ayla had 
bought them for me and Makoto complimented her. Kaede 
was surprised | wasn't wearing the gloves Jessie had bought 
for me. In fact, when Fiona rejoined us, she agreed with her 
question. Ouch part two. Why was Fiona being so mean to 
me today? 


| was happy to slip away and start preparing a meal in the 
kitchen. | just had to get away from all that. While Kaede 
gave the others a tour and explained what types of films 
she acted in, Makoto joined me in her kitchen. The way 
things were arranged, | could almost bet that Kaede 
designed it, but Makoto was proud of it. She gave me an 
apron to protect my dress and rubber gloves to wear over 
the leather ones she knew | wasn't allowed to take off. 


"Don't want to mess up your gloves," She beamed politely, 
"I'm sure Fiona will have a problem with that if you do." 


“Everything's a problem with these girls, Mako-chan," | told 
her. 


As Makoto and | were preparing dinner, | filled her in on 
most of what had happened on the Fiona Five vacation so 
far: Meeting Pop Rocks in New York, Kelsey almost killing 
herself in Niagra Falls, seeing Sora in England, and the blow 
up in Rome. | left out the part about Ayla and | in 
Switzerland. Even if it was supposed to be a game, never 
had our King's Game punishments gone that far. | still felt 
ashamed by that. | didn't want Makoto looking down on me. 


"So Fiona and Olivia are split up now?" Makoto asked. 


"| don't know," | responded, "But to be frank, | don't care. 
Their relationship almost reminds me of how Sora-chan and 
| used to be only... it's even worse somehow." 


“That's odd," Makoto said, "Fiona seems like such a 
beautiful, cool woman. | know Jessie's told us the stories 
about her being very ritzy, but | can't imagine she'd treat 
Olivia the way Sora treated you." 


"Trust me," | answered, "Sora-chan at least cared about my 
feelings. It was an unhealthy relationship, but there was 
love there. But Fiona? It's obvious Olivia loves her, but Fiona 
just uses her. They finally had a blow out over it and now 
are fighting. And worse off, it throws the whole balance of 
The Fiona Five off! Now Jessie's off pampering Fiona and 
leaving me for the others to take care of me. Ayla's doing 
what she can but... ugh, it's driving me crazy!" 


"Oh," Makoto added now holding up her yellow gloves 
together, "Did you ask Jessie yet if you two are going to live 


together?" 


"No," | sighed, "With everything going on, | haven't had 
time." 


| wanted to get off this conversation, so instead, Makoto told 
me how things were going with Kaede and her. Kaede and 
Makoto's jobs were both moving along swimmingly, married 
life was so beautiful, they almost always had dinner 
together... okay maybe hearing about their great married 
life wasn't something | wanted to hear either. 


Eventually, both Jessie and Ayla came in to check on us. | 
don't know if | was relieved or not. | love Makoto, but with 
I've been dealing with, | couldn't stand her rubbing her 
happiness in my face. Somehow this girl lucked out with the 
perfect girl on her first try. Me? | was in a long-term 
relationship with a partner that turned a blind eye to some 
other girl fucking her girlfriend right in front of her. 


"So what are we making?" Jessie spoke in Japanese, but 
Slowed down her speech so Ayla could follow along. 


"Rice!" | told them in English. 


"Shiho," Ayla spoke up in English, "I thought you hated 
Rice?" 


By now, | had finally gotten used to Ayla's humor so | 
chuckled. Makoto had to ask what was so funny. 


"Sorry," Ayla said in Japanese, "I will soeak Japanese now." 


Jessie helped correct her Japanese which Ayla was more 
than happy to accept. While they were talking to each other, 
Makoto nudged me to talk to Jessie, obviously about the 


move. | couldn't do it right now. This was a conversation 
that | needed to have with her in private. 


"So where's our rubber gloves?" Jessie rubbed her hands 
together. 


"Yeah!" Ayla did the same. 


"No no," Makoto held her yellow gloves up, "You two are our 
guests. Shiho-chan and | will cook." 


"Well | appreciate that Mako-chan," Jessie said, "| dunno if 
my stomach will appreciate it considering what you've 
cooked for us in the past-" 


"Hey!" Makoto pouted that cute frown she always gave, 
"I've gotten a lot better." 


Ayla chuckled which led me to believe she was following our 
conversation, or she was just pretending. 


"Don't worry Jessie," | told her, "I'll watch over her." | 
switched to English to talk to Ayla, "Ayla, | said | cook for 
you. Get ready for Yumoto-style food! You appreciate it, 
yes?" 


"Sugoi!" Ayla chuckled. 


Makoto could not stop talking about how cute Ayla was as 
we cooked. Soon enough, dinner was ready. Kaede set the 
table. Since Ayla wanted to sample real Japanese dishes, | 
think | went a little crazy. | made a little bit of everything 
(well, what | could with what food's Makoto and Kaede had). 
| was able to make some Gyoza (Dumplings), Soba noodles, 
Miso, Shishami (grilled fish), Grilled vegetables with Wasabi, 
and of course proper Japanese rice. It wasn't up to my usual 
standards (as | had to improvise on some of the 


ingredients), but it still would be very tasty. It only occurred 
to me as we Set the table that this was the first home- 
cooked meal The Fiona Five were about to have since the 
start of the holiday. After all that fancy food they've been 
eating, | wondered if was a bad idea. 


Once everyone had been seated, everyone silently started 
eating their dinner. | was curious to know what the 
Americans thought of real Japanese food that was cooked by 
a normal person and not some elaborate chief. The only two 
people who were talking were Makoto and Jessie, and who 
knows when they'd shut up. The two of them could talk 
forever. Out of politeness, Kelsey tried to chat with Kaede, 
but quickly realized that the film star wasn't much of a 
chatter-box. Meanwhile Ayla, Fiona, and Olivia ate silently. 


"Shiho-chan," Ayla finally spoke after having delved into her 
plate, "This is delicious." 


“Thank you Ayla!" | must admit, finally hearing any kind of 
acknowledgement for my cooking was good, let alone 
praise. | felt a great amount of pride on hearing her say 
that, and from her tone of voice, | could tell she wasn't just 
being nice. She really did like my cooking. 


“Can my Shiho cook or what?" Jessie turned away from 
Makoto to compliment me as well. 


"This is definitely the best meal we've had on this trip!" Ayla 
responded. 


Kelsey nodded her head in agreement. 


"It's okay," Olivia finally spoke up and took a bite of her 
dish. 


"Okay?" Makoto understood that enough to speak up. 


"Believe me Mako-chan," Jessie said in Japanese, "Okay for 
Olivia is like 5 Stars!" 


Makoto smiled at that. Even | was surprised to hear Olivia 
give me a compliment for once. 


"Jessica," Olivia said with a mouth-full of food, swallowed, 
and continued, "I speak Japanese, remember?" 


"You do NOT speak Japanese Liv!" Jessie shot back. 
"My father took me..." 


"| Know, | know," Jessie argued, "He took you to Tokyo when 
you were a fetus and the Emperor told you how great your 
Japanese was. You've told me this story nine-million times, 
and yet you never have a conversation with me in 
Japanese!" 


"| don't even like having a conversation with you in English," 
Olivia said, "Why would | would subjugate myself to talking 
to you in Japanese?" 


Kaede looked to me with a sly smile. | couldn't help but 
smile back. 


"Okay, so what did | just say to Makoto then?" 


"You said," Olivia put her fork down and spoke in her mock 
Jessica impression, "I'm Jessica Perez and I'm a stuck up 
Princess who thinks she's God's gift to world just because | 
can speak Japanese!" 


Jessica waited a beat and finally added her comeback, "That 
is actually all technically true, but that's not actually what | 
said." 


| hate to admit it, but it was a relief to hear Jessica and 
Olivia going at each other like rival siblings again. Seeing 
her get her heart broken the other night was so hard to 
watch, so | was glad to see some of her old spark return. 


"But yes," Olivia looked to Makoto, "| appreciate you cooking 
dinner for us Magiko." 


"Makoto," Kaede spoke up. 
"Whatever," Olivia continued her meal. 


Well, so far, this was about the best | could expect dinner 
with The Fiona Five and The Love Letter Lovelies to go. | did 
appreciate Olivia being on her best behavior towards my 
friends... at least as best behavior as Olivia could muster up. 
But then Fiona just had to ruin it. Of course. This wasn't 
about her, so she had to make it so. 


"| can't eat anymore," Fiona stormed off into the bathroom. 
She had barely even touched her food. 


Makoto looked very dejected seeing her get up, "Does she 
not like it? | tried really hard to help Shiho-chan out, but if | 
messed up-" 


"No Mako-chan," Jessie interrupted her, "She's just kinda... 
she's having a hard time." 


Olivia was actually the one to throw her fork on her plate 
and snap at her, "Okay, are none of you going to 
acknowledge that Fiona is impossible right now? Are you all 
just going to keep pampering her?" 


For once | agreed with Olivia, but damn it, now wasn't the 
time for this. It was like the two of them were doing 
everything they could to look unappealing to my friends. 


Maybe Fiona didn't mean it on purpose, but Olivia could 
have held her tongue. But who am | kidding, these girls 
don't Know anything about manners or running their 
thoughts through a filter before speaking. 


"Olivia," Kelsey tried to calm her down, "There's no need to 
get angry now. We don't want Kaede and Makoto's memory 
of dinner with The Fiona Five to be tainted on account of 
Fiona's behavior." 


Somehow that made Olivia shut up. | could have kissed 
Kelsey for that. Maybe that's why everyone was pawning 
Olivia off on her. Perhaps she knew how to handle the brat. 
Olivia, snorted, then continued to scarf down her meal. At 
least she liked something about me. 


After we had finished, and some normal semblance of 
conversation took place, Fiona finally came out of the 
bathroom. | tensed up, not Know where this was going. 
Perhaps she had gotten over herself and decided to be a 
nice for my sake? Ugh, who am | kidding. 


"| have a car waiting for me down the street," She picked up 
her purse, "Are you coming Jessica?" 


Blinking, Jessie was caught off guard, "You have a car now? 
Fifi, we just finished dinner. Give me another half-hour-" 


Fiona stormed out the door without saying anything. 


"Just let her go Jessica," Olivia told her, "Let her do whatever 
the fuck she wants." 


Jessica got up, "I can't do that Liv." She said goodbye to 
Makoto and Kaede as quickly as possible, politely at the 
very least. Makoto seemed really disappointed in this turn of 
events, but it seemed that Kaede had already figured this 


would happen. She always was on top of things. Before 
Jessie made her way to the door outside, | excused myself 
quickly and went after her. The sun was setting in the sky as 
| saw her going to chase after Fiona. 


"Jessica!" | yelled at her. | used her full name. | never do 
that, but this time | wanted her to that | was not happy 
about this. 


"Shiho, I'm sorry," She looked to me and held my hands, 
“But | need to accompany Fiona back to the hotel. I'll see 
you there." 


"Don't!" | begged her, "Please don't! Just leave her alone, 
like Olivia said. I've been looking forward to this dinner with 
you me and Kaede this entire trip," 


My voice was Starting to crack and all the emotions | had 
been keeping in started to show. | could feel my eyes 
tearing up. | didn't want to be that girl... you Know, the one 
that gets uppity over little things. But enough was enough. | 
was being ditched... again! | could tell | was really putting 
Jessie in a hard spot, She looked so conflicted. She had her 
duties to her friend and to her lover. But | had to keep her 
there. | had to get my girlfriend back. 


"Please!" | said to her in English this time, as saying her full 
name was too subtle for her. "Please Jessie don't go! Let's 
stay here for the night. Please?!" 


Jessie closed her eyes, "Shiho, if | leave Fiona alone right 
now, I'm afraid she's going to do something to hurt 
herself..." 


| was silent. 


"Shiho, | promise I'll make it up to you in Hawaii." She kissed 
me sloppily and ran after her. 


| was left alone, feeling a tear go down my cheek, but | tried 
to keep it in. | watched her as she ran after Fiona, getting in 
a car, and driving away into the sunset. How could she do 
this to me? | felt another hand hold mine and somehow 
wasn't surprised on who it was. Ayla had followed me out, 
once again taking on the role of my caretaker. | finally broke 
down and cried into her shoulder. 


Ayla held me closely. | could only wonder what she must be 
thinking of me. She didn't understand half of what was 
going on, but she still hugged me. It was sad that the girl 
was acting more like a girlfriend than my actual one. This 
was such a mess. 


With dinner pretty much over, Kelsey and Ayla offered to 
clean up and do the dishes. Olivia grabbed a pair of rubber 
gloves from her bag and decided to help too, although Ayla 
later told me she really didn't do much to clean up. | think 
they were all trying to get away from me. | can't blame 
them. They never saw me upset before. 


As fellow Lovelies, Kaede and Makoto took Ayla's place in 
consoling me. It was now time to explain everything. With 
Jessie gone, we could speak freely in Japanese and only Ayla 
might be able to gleam a sense of what our conversation 
was. Speaking quickly, though, she'd be hard pressed to 
understand most of it. So | finally told them everything that 
happened... even the stuff | was ashamed to admit. Kaede 
was like a sister to me, and Makoto was almost just as 
special. There are no secrets between us, so they needed to 
know the full story. 


"| think you're being over sensitive, Shiho-chan." Makoto 
told me after | had finished everything. "Jessie's not ditching 
you on purpose... she has a friend in trouble." 


"She has two friends in trouble, Mako-chan." Kaede 
corrected. "Yet, I've not seen Jessie so much as smile at 
Olivia since they arrived. Both women are hurting, and 
Jessie chose a side." 


"Be that as it may, she's just being a loyal friend." Makoto 
restated. "How many times have | dropped everything to 
help a friend out... or you Shiho-chan? We all go the 
distance for people we love." 


| didn't agree with Makoto, and | think Kaede didn't either. 
The Fiona Five were not loyal to each other in the same way 
the Lovelies were. It was true there was some loyalty, but it 
was more out of obligation instead of love. In fact, | got the 
impression that Kelsey, Jessie, and Ayla would be much 
happier ditching the other two, and vice-versa. Yet for some 
reason, they stuck it out together even if they all found the 
others annoying. To complicate matters more, they were all 
the time swapping girlfriends like it was no big deal. Well, 
that sort of thing caught up on a person. 


"Okay, so Jessie wants to help a friend," | relented, "I get 
that. But can you explain how she can just stand there and 
watch as Ayla has her way with me? Because | can't." 


They both were silent for a moment, then Kaede spoke in 
her usual soft voice. "You let her, Shiho-chan." 


"Huh?" 


"You let her touch you. You can not blame Jessie fully on 
that. You know she is a sexual creature, and she probably 


got aroused on seeing you like that. However, if you were 
uncomfortable, you should have stopped it but you didn't." 


"It's not like that, Kaede-chan, you don't know what it's like 
with these girls. They have a way of making you think what 
you're doing is okay when it really isn't. They're all-" 


"This is the type of relationship you've had with Jessie since 
day one. You never have been exclusive." Kaede put an end 
to my grand-standing. Why did she have to put me in my 
place? Shouldn't she be on my side right now? 


Makoto awkwardly looked at her feet and nodded. "I never 
liked that the two of you fool around on each other when 

she goes back to America. If you've accepted that she can 
do that over there, then why is it a stretch that she doesn't 
see anything wrong with doing such things in front of her?" 


"But | don't-" 


"But she does, and you know it." Makoto lowered her 
eyebrows. "It doesn't matter what you do or don't do. You 
agreed to this. You can't be mad at something you said 
you're Okay with." 


| stood up, not believing this. Why were they ganging up on 
me? | knew they wouldn't be telling me these things unless 
they thought | needed to hear it. Maybe it was me who 
didn't want to accept what they were saying, but | couldn't 
be in the wrong here. Jessie had to know this was hurting 
me. 


"So what am | supposed to do?" | asked, at my wit's end. 


The married couple exchanged knowing looks before 
answering me. Kaede, the voice of reason, for once did the 


talking. "You have to let her know that you're both done with 
fooling around, that you want to be serious." 


“That's what I'm going to do. I'm going to ask her if | can 
move in with her in Seattle." 


"Shiho-chan..." Makoto gave me a worried look. "...you know 
what will happen if she says no, right?" 


| did know. It's not like Nanami hasn't been harping on me 
endless about it over and over. If Jessie said no, then that 
was it. | could go back to how thing are now or... or end it. If 
| was getting upset about this now, it would only get worse 
later. | can't keep doing this. | love Jessie and | want only 
her. | just hope she feels the same way about me. 


"Shiho," Olivia popped her head in through the door, "It's 
time to head back. Are you driving or do | need to calla 
driver." 


"I'm staying," | told her immediately. "| need some time." 


"Fine," Olivia spoke softly. Could it be sympathy in her 
voice? | doubt it, but she actually was saying my name 
correctly for once. 


The blonde waved goodbye to Makoto and Kaede, then 
spoke in the worst Japanese accent I'd ever heard anyone 
use. I'm not sure what she was trying to say, but personally 
couldn't care less. My mind was on Jessie and what | had to 
do. Kelsey, on the other hand, was more personable in 
saying goodbye, giving both Makoto and Kaede a hug. 
Makoto squeezed her back and even ventured a kiss on the 
cheek. 


That just left Ayla, "Shiho, do you want me to stay with you 
tonight?" 


"No Ayla," | told her in English, "You be with girlfriend. She 
miss you." 


"You sure?" Ayla pouted. 
"I'm sure," | told her. "| meet you at airport, okay?" 
"Okay." 


Ayla hugged me. She didn't let go of me right away. | knew 
she was concerned by the way she kept holding me. | 
allowed it. Her hair smelt nice. | could feel her trying to give 
me energy through this hug, but it was no use. | was so out 
of it by this point. | needed to plan out the perfect way to 
talk to Jessie, and worst yet, figure out what | was going to 
do if she said no. 


"Please don't feel bad about Jessie," Ayla said, "She loves 
you." 


"| hope so." | told her. 
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(Side note: I'm going to be real with you all. I've completely 
checked out when it comes to this story. | don't want to go 
into details of all the personal problems I'm dealing with, but 
finishing The Fiona Five has been very low on my priority 

list, and it honestly drains my energy to have to finish 
editing this story. However, | know Glee-Chan Is waiting for 
me to finish so she can finish her stories as well. 


Just do me a favor and keep your expectations low for the 
rest of this story. It's literally me trying to finish it with very 
little effort put into it. 


On a somewhat melancholic note, this and the next chapter 
are the last ones Glee-Chan and | collaborated on. She 
knows more or less the rest of the story, but it was kind of 
sad to finish the dialog she and | were working on. 


Now that I've depressed you all, enjoy the next chapters of 
The Fiona Five 2: The Search for Chrissy's Gold) 


| didn't think in my entire life | would ever feel so lukewarm 
about going to Hawaii, but this was the mood of our group 
now. And let's be honest here, this was a long time coming. 


Some progress was made thanks to Jessie. She purposely 
booked the plane tickets for Hawaii, but what she didn't let 
on was that she sat Fiona and Olivia together on the plane. 
When they found out about it, on the plane nonetheless, 
there were some fireworks. Both Fiona and Olivia insisted on 
being separated, but the thankfully-rigid Japanese flight 
crew wouldn't allow it. We were a little worried Fiona was 
going to get us thrown off the plane. It took Kelsey's effort 
to convince Olivia: 


"Olivia, | need some time with my girlfriend. Can you please 
stick it out with Fiona for me and Ayla's sake?" 


And somehow, Olivia grabbed hold of Fiona and convinced 
her to accept their seating arrangements. 


"When we get off this plane," Olivia told Jessie privately, 
"I'm going to murder you in your sleep." 


And that was it. FINALLY, we were reunited with our 
respected girlfriends. To be honest, | would have liked to sit 
with Shiho and keep her company, but she and Jessie 
needed this time together. 


As for Kelsey and |, things weren't so great. She was back to 
being in her passive-aggressive mood. As | rubbed my blue 
gloved hands along her purple ones, | stupidly asked her if 
she wanted to join the mile-high club: 


"| thought you said you were going to cool it with that 
stuff?" 


That was my cue to let go of her hand and watch a movie 
instead. Part of me wanted to grab Shiho and drag her into 
the bathroom to join the mile-high club instead. 


Jessie pretty much feel asleep the whole flight, leaving 
Shiho to watch movies as well. As for Olivia and Fiona, | 
have no idea what went on between them and didn't want 
to know. | did notice Olivia got up more times to use the 
bathroom than I've ever seen her do so on a flight. She 
couldn't have been comfortable. 


Everyone was relieved to touch US soil after that 7 hour 
flight. As soon as we got off the plane, we got 'leid' (even | 
think that joke is dumb) and made our way for the Winston 
hotel. Despite our problems, Fiona still had us walking in 
formation as The Fiona Six (yeah I'm calling it The Fiona Six 
because there are one, two, three, four, five, six of us now!) 
Unfortunately, there were a couple of dicks with video- 
cameras outside the building, maybe from TMZ, who 
hounded Fiona with questions: 


"How do you feel about your parents divorce?" 
"Is it true your mother's been unfaithful?" 


"Do you ever fantasize about performing 69 in space while 
wearing a tight latex spacesuit?" 


... Okay | made up that last one, but the rest is true. 


Completely embarrassed, Fiona knelt her head down 
walking faster, trying not to look like a scared child. Almost 
by instinct, Olivia grabbed hold of her to shield her, Jessie 
maybe more so. Kelsey acted as the mouthpiece for them: 


"People, please, can't you respect her privacy?" 


These creeps with cameras were relentless, but fortunately 
hotel security wouldn't let them go any further. Well, this 
was gonna be a fun trip, no doubt. 


"Pandejos!" Jessie muttered. 


“We need to go to a different hotel on a different island," 
Fiona told us all. 


"Fiona," Olivia told her sternly. Obviously the fight hadn't 
quite subsided, but Olivia was making an effort to be civil 
towards her, if not more as a strict sibling rather than a 
lover, "They're gonna be attacking you no matter where we 
go. This hotel has a private beach, just don't go outside." 


"Yeah," Kelsey held her hand, "We'll be with you." 
“Thank you Kelsey," Fiona hugged her. 


Shiho looked at me and rolled her eyes. She really was not 
feeling Fiona's problems at the moment. 


So here was another surprise Jessie managed to rig up: we 
all had a suite. She lucked out in getting Fiona and Olivia to 
sit together on the plane, even if it didn't seem to help their 
situation much, but there was no way she was going to force 
them in a room together at the moment, so we decided to 
do another shared living situation. Sucked for me, because | 
wanted to have some alone time with Kelsey. 


Anyway, yada yada yada, Fiona complained about how the 
room wasn't perfect, Olivia and Jessie fought about it, Shiho 
and | rolled our eyes, and eventually we got to go out to our 
private beach. 


Now the most exciting thing about this beach trip was that 
Jessie brought out some string bikinis she had specifically 
bought for this trip, including brand new opera-length satin 
gloves. They were of course color-coordinated, me in blue, 
Kelsey in purple, you know our colors by now. Keeping with 
her dress colors, Shiho had a green bikini with white gloves. 


Also, she had a green hat, which | thought was kinda cool, 
even if Olivia scoffed at it. Shiho told me she wished she 
could just leave them off and enjoy the ocean with her bare 
hands, but that wasn't in cards. There was no way Fiona was 
going to be seen with anyone not wearing gloves, 
regardless of the stares we always got at the beach with 
them. Rightly so, if you ask me. 


"Can | just," She asked me, "wear them from my waste?" 


| didn't know what she was getting at. | somehow imagined 
her long white gloves hanging from her bikini bottoms 
which... yeah that's just wrong in So many ways. 


While Fiona and Olivia set up their giant beach umbrella to 
Shield their pale skins, Jessie and | were quick to act like 
school girls and run into the ocean: 


"Last one in's a rotten egg!" | yelled as Jessie ran after me 
and tackled me in the ocean. | immediately felt the satin of 
my new gloves get soaked. Fortunately the water of Hawaii 
was so glorious, | didn't mind it at all. Kelsey was next to 
come in, but didn't act as rambunctious as the rest of us. | 
was missing her spunky personality. She had been hanging 
out with Olivia too much. 


Shiho stood outside the water looking at her gloves. She 
looked uncomfortable. She was probably even more 
uncomfortable when Jessie came out, picked up her and 
practically dropped her in the ocean. | heard her yelling in 
Japanese, but once she was in the water, she began to 
laugh. 


And wouldn't you know it, even Fiona and Olivia came in the 
water. Yup! | was shocked myself. Fiona lied in the shallow 
waters of the Pacific Ocean and allowed the waves to drench 


her gloves, her bikini, her hair. Even Jessie was proud of her. 
Olivia was still the most prudish, but she joined in as well. 


This is the last really nice memory | have of The Fiona Six 
altogether; all six of us in wet satin gloves, hugging each 
other, happy to be soaking up and the sun of Hawaii. It was 
a glorious afternoon. Fiona and Olivia never looked more 
beautiful than they did at this moment with their wet hair 
glistening in the sunlight, the outline of their nipples 
through their bikinis, those tight wet satin gloves, | was 
getting turned on. Jessie too was a work of art, and it was so 
cute to see her and Shiho kissing in the ocean again. And 
the girl of my life, Kelsey, she hugged me tight and | loved 
feeling her wet satin gloves around my body. | wanted so 
badly to take he right then and there, but | wanted to give 
her this. Let the beauty of the moment sink in. 


The rest of the day was great too. We managed to schedule 
a private luau which | had been looking forward to. Fresh 
BBQ, grass skirts, Mai Tais, a show where natives played 
with fire, what wasn't to love? The others were, as usual, 
staring at the six of us wearing long satin gloves with our 
grass Skirts (in actuality, only Jessie, Kelsey and myself were 
wearing grass skirts). Even a few guys came up to us talking 
about how sexy they were. | held Kelsey pretty close to 
make sure the message was clear | was taken. Even Fiona 
held Olivia pretty close when it came time to do so. 


As the sun began to set, and believe me, the sunsets in 
Hawaii are among the most incredible in the world, a tipsy 
Shiho clung to Jessie. And while all of us were silently 
watching the sunset, enjoying the Hawaiin native music: 


"Jessie," Shiho said in English holding her girlfriend, "| want 
to ask very important question. | wait and wait but | no 
longer can." 


"You're getting a sex change?" An equally tipsy Jessie 
answered. 


Shiho sighed, "Jessie, I'm asking serious question. This is 
difficult." 


Wait... was she going to ask Jessie that question she'd been 
holding in this whole time? | almost wanted to go up to 
Shiho and ask her if this was the proper venue to be asking 
this. 


"Okay okay," Jessie laughed, "I'm sorry." 


“The question | ask is this," Shiho hesitated, "May | move to 
Seattle to be with you?" 


There was silence. | think Kelsey's eyes popped out of their 
sockets, and sneaky Olivia's mind was already at work 
hearing this request. Even Fiona removed her sunglasses 
and curiously looked her way. She probably had no idea. But 
what did Jessie think? 


... She laughed. No seriously, she laughed thinking this was 
some joke, "What?" 


"Please," Shiho wouldn't let up, "You must say something." 


"You..." Jessie's smile started to fade a bit as the mind 
behind the alcohol was trying to communicate, "You want to 
move to Seattle? Move to America?" 


"| do." Shiho smiled, "| want to move away from Japan. | 
want to be with you more than ones or twos a year." 


Jessie kinda looked our way. | could tell she was stuck and 
had no idea how to respond to this. In fact, she gave mea 
look as if to say "Help me please." | looked back to Olivia. 


Usually she would be the one to say something 
disheartening, and in this case it might have been helpful, 
but she didn't say a word. She clearly wanted to see this 
play out, as she always did. So | spoke up for Jessie: 


"Shiho," | said, "You haven't even been to Seattle yet. It 
rains 364 days out of the year." 


"Hai," Jessie almost spoke in Japanese, but continued in 
English, "Why don't you come by and stay with me fora 
week or so and see if you like it? | mean I've been trying to 
get you to come for years-" 


"This is fear | Know," Shiho reached up and kissed Jessie, "I 
am fear too, but | think it's time for... uh... change." She 
chuckled, "I am having trouble with words, sorry." 


"So you..." Jessie hesitated, "You want to come to Seattle... 
immigrate to America... and move in together?" 


"This is what | think about all time," Shiho answered, "I am 
graduating soon with translation degree. | can work as 
Japanese translator. Nanami get me job at FujiFilm in 
Seattle." 


The silent ambience of the music at the Luau was 
unbearable waiting for a response from Jessie. Admittedly, | 
was waiting for her to finally crack a smile, sigh and say yes, 
but this was a big question to ask someone. | didn't blame 
Jessie for being nervous. Finally, she took Shiho aside and 
began to speak to her in Japanese. | couldn't really tell what 
they were saying to each other, but my best translation, and 
guessing were it went something like this: 


"Shiho-chan, can we talk about this later? Privately?" 


"Okay, but this is very important to me. I'm sorry | sprung 
this on you but | had to say something." 


"Let's just enjoy the sunset right now." 
I'm sure they said something else, but | couldn't really tell. 


"We can't understand what you two are saying!" Fiona 
scolded them. 


"Show over," Shiho walked away and got some more BBQ. 


Well the mood of the luau was kind of ruined after that. 
Everyone wanted to discuss the elephant in the room, but it 
was too awkward to get into. | wanted to discuss this with 
Jessie privately when we got back to the hotel, but she 
decided to talk with Fiona and confide with her. | actually felt 
kind of hurt by that. Even Olivia joined them at the bar 
downstairs and had their "Original Fiona Friends" talk, as 
they sometimes had. | couldn't even talk to Shiho. She 
wasn't feeling well and wanted to go up to her room and be 
alone. She probably regretted bringing up what she brought 
up. But before heading up, and in front of Kelsey, a still tipsy 
Shiho gave me a kiss on the lips. 


That just left me and Kelsey. And... yeah that kiss didn't help 
matters. She tried not to make a big deal about it, but | 
could tell she was annoyed. 


"| need to go bed too," She said, "It was a long plane-ride 
and a long day. That sun takes a lot out of you." 


"Kelsey please," | begged her when we were alone in the 
bedroom, "I'm so starved for sexual attention right now. It 
feels like it's been so long." 


She must have felt guilty, | didn't mean to give her a guilt 
trip, but she nodded her head 'yes' laid on the bed and said, 
“Do whatever you want." 


Well... that wasn't a very sexy comment, but | had to take 
what | could get. | couldn't remember the last time Kelsey 
and | were having this much trouble in the bedroom. 
Considering we were apart from each other most of the time 
the past four years, Kelsey would say we were having too 
much sex. Relief would come almost instantly. But tonight, it 
wasn't happening. And trust me, we did everything. 


"Ayla," Kelsey finally said, "I'm so tired. Why don't we do it 
in the morning?" 


| groaned. She got up, and seeing that beautiful body of 
her's with satin gloves and stockings didn't help subdue my 
frustration. 


"I'm gonna put on my pajamas," She said as she pulled 
them out of the suitcase, "| don't want to sleep naked 
tonight." 


| also can't remember the last time Kelsey slept with clothes 
on, except for the gloves of course. While it would be cute to 
see her with her long satin gloves and stockings 
disappearing into those penguin pajamas, | felt an awful 
pain surging through my body. | had to masturbate. Kelsey 
went into the bathroom to clean up and brush her teeth. 


My nights with Shiho, not to mention that day in Switzerland 
which is permanently burned in my memory now, were 
making me fall for her. Sleeping naked with her and 
masturbating in front of her, it took every ounce of will- 
power not to push things further. | even tried thinking about 
Shiho while | was in bed with Kelsey, but all it brought up 
was the Jessie-Fiona mess. So that was out of the question. 


God I'm so horny. | need something... anything... my eyes 
were getting heavy trying in vain to touch myself and find 
something to spark me. 


Next thing | remember, I'm flying high above The Earth. No, 
my drink wasn't spiked or anything like that. | didn't 
question why | was in orbit around the planet, | just 
accepted it. | was in some tech-covered latex jump-suit 
which fit me perfectly. | had no helmet or hood, so somehow 
| was breathing in the vacuum of space; whatever, it's a 
dream. And floating right next to me was Shiho, also 
dressed in a latex jumpsuit without a helmet. 


"This is amazing, isn't it?" 


For some reason, Shiho didn't have an accent now. She 
spoke perfect English. 


"Yeah," | chuckled, "Now we're really going around the 
world." 


Shiho laughed at my joke. She looked so cute in that 
jumpsuit. | didn't care anymore, | finally just kissed her. 
Fortunately she kissed me back without hesitation. The two 
of us floating in the vacuum of space making out... that 
made me excited. Shiho's latex gloved hand reached down 
to my crotch and opened the zipper. Her latex hand started 
to touch me. | loved this. | let my hands go floating freely 
and enjoying the warm feeling of Shiho's latex glove. 


"Shiho," | said aloud closing my eyes, "It feels so good." 
"Shiho?" A different voice answered, "Who's Shiho?" 


Now | looked and saw it was Brenda who was touching me, 
still in the same latex jumpsuit. Oh Brenda. She so rarely 
came to me in my dreams, but she was touching me again. 


"Hi Brenda!" | giggled like a school-girl feeling her latex 
glove in my palace of pleasure. 


The sun came around the planet and lit her up like an Angel. 
Her tight bod, her short blonde hair, the way the gloves 
gave a perfect outline of her hands, everything about her 
was so beautiful. 


"Do you like my gloves?" She asked me. 
"Yes Brenda," | moaned in ecstasy, "| love your gloves." 


"Show me how much you love my gloves," She kissed me as 
her gloved finger stimulated me in a way only she could. | 
finally felt relief flowing through me. 


"Brenda!" | looked at her beautiful face, "Brenda | love you 
So much!" 


| kissed her. 
"Ayla," Brenda stopped my kiss, "Ayla wake up!" 


In a haze, | woke up in the darkness of the hotel room. Now | 
saw Kelsey lying next to me with her pajamas. The haze of a 
dream | just had was blurring reality. 


"You were talking in your sleep," Kelsey told me somewhat 
annoyed. 


Not only that, but | could feel a dampness in the sheets 
where my pelvis was. My gloved hand had been acting on 
its own. 


"Sorry," | managed to say to my girlfriend only now realizing 
what it was | had been dreaming about. What did she hear? 
"| was talking in my sleep?" 


"Yeah," Kelsey said. 


| didn't need to ask her about it. She knew | was dreaming 
about Brenda. | could tell just by the tone of her voice. 


"I'm sorry Kelsey," | said to her and hugged her. She allowed 
it, but let out a small whimper of a tear. 


Suddenly there was a knock on our door. 
"Who is it?" 
"Me," Jessie's voice came through. 


| didn't mind that | was naked, she saw me naked so many 
times, but | wanted to cover up the wet spot on my sheets, 
so | pulled the blanket over to cover myself. 


"Come in Jessie," | said. 


Jessie came in looking more dejected than | had ever seen 
her: 


"Sorry but... can | stay with you two for the night?" 


Chapter 29 


FIONA FIVE AROUND THE WORLD 
By Sailor Jane & Glee-Chan 
CHAPTER 29 - HONOLULU, HI, USA 
JESSIE 

Dios Mio... where do | begin? 


Well, let's start with me, Fiona and Olivia in the hotel bar. My 
conversation with Fiona was less than helpful, and after a 
while, she and Olivia started arguing with each other more 
than... well Olivia and | argue! Eventually Fiona just left 
feeling tired from the sunlight (these blancas are pretty 
weak when it comes to sun) kissed me goodnight, and that 
just left me with Olivia, Dios ayudame. 


Olivia took the Mai Tai that Fiona didn't finish, | was busy 
sucking down a cigarette. | hadn't had one since Japan. 


"So what will your answer be?" She asked me, "Are you 
really ready to re-arrange your life significantly so that your 
girlfriend can move in with you? To a place she's never been 
until a few weeks ago?" 


"If you're looking to give me relationship advice Liv," | was 
quick to shut her down, "Why don't you spend more time 
working on your own girlfriend." 


"Well," Olivia was not phased by this comment, "At the 
moment, you're closer to being Fiona's girlfriend than I've 
been in who knows how long." 


"Well, who's fault is that?" 


Olivia took another sip of her drink, "I've had plenty of time 
to think about this. I've given most of my life to Fiona. I've 
done everything for her. | arranged my education, my work, 
my friends, my living situation, all for her. And look what 
happened? We can't even stand the sight of each other right 
now." 


"Well | can't stand the sight of you so-" 


"Jessica," Olivia held my shoulder, "Dispense with the quips 
for now and just let me talk to you as a friend." 


Since when did she ever care about me as a friend? Okay 
fine, | ashed my cigarette and turned my chair to face her 
placing my cheek on my gloved palm. 


"Look this has been hard, but not so hard in comparison. | 
can go anywhere in The United States, my native country. | 
have money, | can do whatever | want. | can move in with 
Roxanne or Alicia, although living with those two cackling 
idiots would give me an intense headache-" 


"I'm sure the feeling is mutual." 
"What did | say about quips?" 
"Sorry," | wasn't really sorry | just said it. 


"Anyway. | have options. But what options will Shiho have if 
things don't work out between you? She's a stranger in this 
country. It's a lot of pressure is it not?" 


"You think just because you and Fiona are on the rocks that 
Shiho and | are not going to work out?" | still had an 
annoyed tone of voice listening to her bullshit. 


“Look I'm simply playing Devil's advocate," She put her 
drink down, "I studied Psychology, | Know what I'm talking 
about." 


"Olivia," | told her, "Even if you're legitimately trying to help 
me right now, which | seriously doubt you are, | think you're 
just fucking with me, | have confidence in Shiho. She's 
Smarter than you give her credit for." 


"Let me ask you something," She wasn't letting up, "Do your 
parents know you're a lesbian?" 


My parents? That came out of nowhere. In actuality, no they 
didn't know. They were practicing Catholics. While they were 
very liberal minded, | often feared that they wouldn't accept 
me if | told them | had a girlfriend. They knew about Louis, 
and although my father had reservations about me dating a 
musician, they were pretty supportive. This was a whole 
other conversation | didn't want to get into. 


"What are you getting at?" | asked her. 


"Of course they don't," Olivia read my mind, "I don't blame 
you, | mean | didn't care one way or another if my parents 
knew | was in a relationship with Fiona, if they're too stupid 
to understand, that's their problem. But you saw how much 
pressure she was in about her parents knowing. She blames 
me for her parents splitting up, that stupid bitch..." Olivia 
had to bring her thoughts back around to get out of this 
anger she held for Fiona, "But if you can't tell your parents 
that you have a girlfriend, | assume making that public 
information, especially as an up and coming politician is 
right out." 


Okay, now | was starting to pay attention to her. Sometimes 
Olivia had a way of putting things in perspective. 


"Should you honestly risk all those years you spent studying 
law, studying government, running for school president, 
getting a college degree, and you're about to spend another 
how many years to gain a new law degree? And while all 
this is going on, you've got a Japanese immigrant as your 
secret lesbian girlfriend back home, which you know people 
will find out about soon or later. AND you know this country 
isn't ready for their first lesbian president. So all that work, 
all that studying, your hopes and dreams, all risked on this 
girl?" 


| hesitated, "But... | love her." 


"I'm sure you do Jessica. And if you're so sure about it, bring 
her to Seattle. I'll help out in anyway | can." 


She reached out and grabbed my gloved hands. 


"You're like my sister. My annoying... bitchy sister. So take 
this little bit of advice for what it's worth. If there's even a 
shadow of a doubt in your mind, it's probably best to let her 
down easy and do what you said earlier. Invite her over for a 
couple weeks, see how she likes it. She was certainly willing 
to visit Sarah, she can visit you." 


Sarah... Sora... that name irked me again. 


"Which reminds me," She got up from her chair and 
adjusted her gloves, "| need to get back in touch with her. 
Maybe I'll email her. | wouldn't mind taking a trip to England 
to spend some time with her." 


| watched her walk away and give me that Oliva Caldwell 
smile back at me. 


"Good night Jessica." 


Okay, | wasn't about to let all of Olivia's manipulative words 
overwhelm me, but the truth is | was already thinking about 
everything she said. 


It was pretty late when | eventually came back to the suite, | 
was thinking of every possible response | could give Shiho 
and | wasn't happy with any of them. | don't think this was 
something | could just work out like a political speech, this 
needed to come from the heart. | stood outside the door of 
our bedroom. Everyone else must have been asleep. 
Actually, maybe Shiho was asleep and we could discuss this 
further in the morning with fresh sunlight. | slowly opened 
the door. 


"Jessie," Shiho ran to me as | walked in speaking in 
Japanese, "There you are." She kissed me and started 
nervously rubbing her gloved hands. She was probably still 
a little tipsy, but it had worn off a bit by now. "I'm sorry, | 
shouldn't have cornered you before, | should have waited. 
I'm sorry!" 


"It's okay," | told her and held her hand. Well, it was time to 
have the chat. Here goes nothing. | invited her over to the 
bed and we sat down, "How long have you waited to tell 
me?" 


Shiho thought about it for a minute, "Since... since before 
the vacation." 


"Dios Mio," | said, "So... what's our gameplay? What do you 
wanna do give, maybe ten years down the road?" 


"Well," Shiho pulled the sleeve her her gloves up, maybe 
hoping this would cheer me up. It kinda did, "Aside from 
getting a job fro Nanami's dad's company, | don't know. | 
can't see into the future. | just know that | can't take being 


away from you anymore. But if we put our heads together, 
we can figure it out." 


Alright Perez, your move. What do you say to say to her? 
You obviously can't just say yes move in with me, so do 
what you do best. Say something. 


"You know | uh..." | swallowed and thought back to a 
moment on this trip, "I had an epiphany when Fiona and | 
were at that ball in France, meeting all those people in the 
political world. I've been dreaming about being the first 
female president, the first Latina president for so long." 


"| Know that," Shiho smiled. 
"The first lesbian president wasn't really part of that." 


"Well..." Shiho looked down, "I'm not saying it'll be easy, 
but... you're willing to risk it, right?" 


| gulped, "I..." Saying these next words were very difficult, 
"I'm not sure." 
Shiho's optimism faded, "I see..." | will never forget the look 


on her face at that moment. 


"I've wanted us to be able to be together just as long as you 
have," | continued trying to get it all out, "but... | don't know 
if I'm ready to move in together yet. And you know it'll be 

tough with me trying to get into politics and all. Inevitably, 
you'll be in the spotlight no matter how much we try to hide 
it." 


Shiho was looking down, "If | come over, I'll ruin your 
dream." 


This was the moment where the light that had lit her, kept 
her going throughout this entire miserable vacation 
suddenly flickered out like a blown fuse. | hurt her. It was up 
to me to do some damage control. 


"You're not ruining my dream Shi-chan-" 


"I'm obviously getting in the way. It's not just your career, 
it's this whole vacation. 


"Look Shiho-" 


"You don't want me around. You invite me to come with 
you," Her tone of voice was changing drastically, "| thought 
you wanted to share your friends like | have with you but 
then you ignore me." 


"Ignore you?!" Now | was getting annoyed, "C'mon Shiho, 
I've been waiting for you to come to America with me for 
years! I'm sorry it's been so crazy lately. | mean with Fiona's 
parents divorcing and-" 


"| don't care!" Shiho yelled and looked at me, "Fiona's 
parents are divorcing? Big Deal!" She turned and faced the 
wall that separated us from Fiona and Olivia's room, "Trying 
getting kicked out in the street!" 


| stuttered, | tried to hold her, "I know Shiho, that was a 
terrible thing that happened to you." Shiho didn't hold me 
back, but she looked like she resisting my hug, "I mean that 
doesn't make Fiona's situation any less painful. She's 
hurting right now, she and Olivia are probably splitsville-" 


Shiho stood up and escaped my embrace, "You're defending 
her! I'm literally screaming at you in pain and she's the one 
who's hurt?" 


"Well what do you want me to say Shiho?" | stood up as 
well, towering over her. 


"| don't know..." She looked up at me, "Something, 
anything. Something to let me know that you even wanted 
me to come here. Instead | keep getting pawned off to Ayla 
so she can grope me constantly. You watched her screw me 
right in front of you in Switzerland and you didn't even care. 
You did nothing to stop it!" 


"We were playing a game Shiho! C'mon you and the Lovelies 
play games like that ALL the time!" 


"You know it's not the same Jessie. We never go that far." 


"| don't Know," | pointed at her, "| watched Keade grope your 
boobs for the longest time while we were playing cards." 


"There's a line, Jessie, and your friends cross it far too often, 
even when we're not playing games." 


| sighed. | Knew by now | was in deep and this argument 
wasn't going away anytime soon: 


"See this is what | was worried about. This is why | needed 
you to come on the road with us so you could understand 
what kind of relationship we all have." 


"This is not normal Jessie!" Shiho was screaming now, "Your 
friends are all messing around with each other and then 
wonder why their love lives are shit." 


| didn't like hearing Shiho put down my friends in their 
darkest hours. It was cruel. | turned away, "I guess this isn't 
gonna work. | mean if you can't take a short vacation with 
The Fiona Five, what chance do you have living with me and 
seeing them on a daily basis?" 


"No... no... no... I'm just... I'm mad Jessie." 


She tried to hold my waste, but | recoiled, "Well you think 
I'm hunky-dory over here? Merida! | have to save my friend 
from an acid trip, | have to babysit my friend while her 
parents are splitting up, | have to hear about Olivia's stupid 
problems every ten seconds, and now you spring this ‘Let 
me come live with you and rearrange your entire life to be 
with me' BS out of nowhere?" | turned around, "How am | 
Supposed to respond to that?" 


| saw a different Shiho looking at me now. She was fighting 
tears, "You're supposed to say you love me... not that | 
ruined your dreams." 


"| DO LOVE YOU!" | held her shoulders. My anger was now 
uncontrollable, "Why do you think | spent thousands of 
dollars bringing you on this trip with me?! | had to fight to 
get you on this trip! You've never fought for my love! When 
did you ever take me up on my offers to come to America?" 


She didn't respond, she just finally let tears come out 


"| asked you a million times. We could've played house here 
for years and let the living together situation slowly build 
up. All you kept talking about what Sora Sora SORA! Okay 
she needed your help, but then when my friend needs help, 
you get all jealous and bent out of shape!" 


We didn't say anything to each other for a minute. The 
silence was painful. | uttered in english under my breath: 
"She was right," | was talking about Olivia, "That fucking 
bitch was right." 


| heard Shiho mutter under her breath in English as well, 
“Nanami was right too." 


"Oh," | said in English, "Fuck your friend Nanami. Pequena 
perra malcriada!" 


"She said this would happen," Now Shiho was speaking 
softly and seated on the bed. 


| was gonna scream some more, but | just opened the door. 


"Jessica," Shiho said softly in English. She so rarely said my 
full name, | couldn't help but stop in my tracks, "Please... Is 
this really it?" 


| hesitated and spoke softly. | looked back at her, wearing 

those white gloves | gave to her back when we first met in 
Japan on that Hotspring Holiday. "I'm gonna stay with Ayla 
and Kelsey tonight. I'll see you in the morning." 


| didn't even look back as | closed the door. Sure enough, | 
ended up staying with Ayla and Kelsey. Both of them were 
so tired, we didn't really have time to talk, but | got to hold 
Ayla as we slept, a naked Ayla at that. Kelsey was fully 
clothed and seemed very distant. | couldn't sleep. | kept 
wanting to go back and talk to her, but | just let it go. | 
guess | slept eventually. I'd love to say | had some kind of 
dream of Shiho and | reuniting that made me run back in 
and tell her | loved her but that didn't happen. 


What did happen was | woke up just as twilight was seeping 
through the window. | felt terrible about the night before. | 
needed to go back and talk this through with her. | had the 
feeling she wasn't sleeping well either, so | opened the door 
very slowly. 


Well for one thing, the light was on. | immediately eyed the 
bed, neatly made, and Shiho wasn't there. Instead, | found 
the green dress Fiona had bought her lying on the blanket, 
as well as the two white leather gloves | had given her when 


we first met. My mind was slowly putting everything 
together as | inched closer to the bed. Next to my three 
Suitcases, still on the floor, her small suitcase was nowhere 
to be seen, in fact, none of her stuff was lying around. Just 
the dress and gloves. 


She left me... 


The next fifteen minutes | was in a panic to find her. Even 
though her suitcase was gone, | checked the bathroom and 
patio to see if she was still there. She wasn't. | grabbed my 
robe from the closet but stopped looked at the white gloves 
Shiho had left behind. | held them in my red gloved hand. 
They still had her aroma. | took them with me as | went out 
into the hallway and took out my phone. | called her, but 
there was no answer. | texted her but there was no answer. | 
ran to the vending machines calling her name, but there 
was no answer. 


| eventually found my way down to the lobby, hoping | could 
catch her grabbing a cab. But she was not there. | went up 
to the front desk. 


"Sumimasen," | accidentally said ‘excuse me' in Japanese. | 
switched back to English, out of breath, "Excuse me. Did 
you see a Japanese girl with glasses come down with her 
Suitcase? She's in my suite." | gave her the number. 


"Was she wearing gloves with bows on them?" The 
concierge asked. 


Gloves with bows? Those were the ones Ayla gave her! She 

was wearing Ayla's gloves but gave back the ones | gave to 

her? Oh, that hurt. That hurt me badly. Okay, get it together 
Jessica, you need to find her. 


"Yes," | said eventually, "Shiho Inoue her name is." 


"She left about," The concierge looked at the clock, "An hour 
and half, maybe two hours ago." 


"What flight?" | asked concerned. 


"I'm sorry, | can't divulge that information. Guest 
confidentiality." 


"I'm her girlfriend!" | yelled, "She was in my room!" 


"| can tell you the plane has taken off by now, in case you 
were thinking of racing to the airport." 


| called her again, putting my phone on speakerphone so | 
could look up flights. | found a one-way flight from Honolulu 
to Narita that was taking off in a minute or so. | once again 
went to voicemail. | hung up and sent her a text, in 
Japanese: 


"Shiho please don't go! I'm sorry. I'm so so sorry. At least 
text me before you take off. Let me know you're okay." 


There was no answer, my heart was beating so fast. What 
had | done? Did | dare go catch another plane to Tokyo and 
win her back. That was my first instinct, but it wasn't a good 
idea. 


Finally, a chime came back. It was so loud. | never checked 
my phone so fast. Sure enough it was from Shiho. It was in 
English, and it read just three words: 


"Follow your dream." 


And that was it. Before | send a reply, the flight information 
said the plane had departed. Shiho was in the air and out of 


my life. In fact, | could have sworn | heard a plane take off in 
the distance. | dropped to the ground and wept. | picked up 
the white gloves | had given Shiho. In a rare display of 
insanity, | ripped off my red gloves, right there in public, and 
pulled the white gloves of her's on. They were too tight for 
my hands, but i didn't care, | wanted to feel her. And she 
was wearing Ayla's gloves. How hurtful. 


| didn't go back to the hotel. | felt so lost at the moment. | 
slowly walked to the private beach just as the sun was 
coming up. | felt the gentle wind blowing my robe. | could 
feel the salt and sea in the air dampening Shiho's tight 
gloves. Wearing them was really tearing me up. | wasn't 
completely alone on the beach, there were a few early 
morning surfers out riding the waves, and at least one or 
two people seated on the beach. | recognized one of them. 
What other beautiful blonde would | find on the beach 
wearing long white gloves with a robe but Fiona Winston. 
She was seated on a blanket just staring at the sunrise. | 
walked her way. 


"Fiona," | asked, and she slowly turned to me, "What are you 
doing up this early?" 


"What are YOU doing up?" 


Wow, nice comeback Fifi. But by the sound of her voice, she 
was tired and sad. | decided to sit right next to her. 


"Probably the same reason as you." 


She hesitated and looked out to the rising sun. She rubbed 
her white gloves on her cheeks. | hadn't seen her wearing 
white gloves in such a long time, instead always in her 
Marilyn Monroe style pink gloves. Funny that | was wearing 
white gloves too. She decided to grab my hand as we sat 
and watched the sunrise. 


| was still fighting tears, so | just told her, "She left me, 
Fiona." 


Fiona looked to me, "Shiho?" 


"Yes," | answered and looking at that gorgeous sunset didn't 
help me hide my emotions. 


"Jessica, what do you expect?" Fiona said without any 
empathy, "You've fallen for this asian girl who lives half-way 
across the world. And suddenly she springs this 'move in 
with me' dialog with you. Why don't you settle for an 
American girl?" Fiona put her head on my shoulder, 
"Someone like me." 


| wasn't surprised to hear her say that. This subject had 
come up in the past few days when we were together, 
"You'll work things out with Olivia, Fiona. You always do." 


"No Jessica," She spoke in a low dead-pan voice. It was very 
unsettling hearing her talk like this, "She hates me. 
Everyone hates me. My parents hate me, you hate me, Ayla 
hates me, everyone hates me and | hate myself." 


"Por Dios, | don't hate you Fiona." 


"Of course you hate me," Fiona went back at me very 
quickly, "You've always hated me. You were always trying to 
one up me in school. In fact, you've beaten me in every way 
possible. Everyone loves you. Your parents love you, they 
Support you." 


"If | hated you, then why am! on a long-ass vacation with 
you right now?" 


“The only way | could get you to go on vacation with me was 
to agree to let your girlfriend tag along... sorry, ex- 


girlfriend." 
Ex-girlfriend. That hurt. 
"| guess you do understand what that feels like then." 


"What was | supposed to do Fiona?" | explained, "If Shiho 
moves in with me, it's going to affect my political career. It's 
gonna be kind of hard to hide the fact that I'm involved with 
a lesbian Japanese immigrant. | want to be president. They'll 
have enough ammo with me being a woman and Latina-" 


Fiona began to laugh at me. 
"What?" | interrupted my speech. 
"You're starting to sound like my father." 


... Well that came out of left field. The way Fiona was talking 
was so out of character for her. The Marilyn Monroe persona 
had been completely stripped away, and all that was left 
was a very naked, very revealing Fiona Winston. | knew she 
was going to unload on me, so! prepared to listen. 


"| had a dream last night," She told me, "Actually not so 
much a dream as it was a flashback. A memory deep in 
my... what's that part of your brain where you hide 
memories and they come back?" 


"Your subconscious?" | guessed. 


"That," Fiona said, "Well | had almost forgotten this memory. 
| was... | dunno 2 or 3, something like that. | put on my 
white princess gloves," She picked up her white gloved 
hands, "And was hiding in the closet while my parents were 
screaming at the top of their lungs." 


She shuttered trying to hold back tears: 


"| was So scared. | can't remember what they were yelling 
about or anything, except the interior of my closet and the 
white gloves that were on my hands. | don't know why, they 
just comforted me during this violent outburst." Her tone 
changed slightly, "Apparently Psychiatrist Caldwell got me 
to admit that. Maybe that's why | can't go two seconds 
without gloves on. | need them. And | need my best friends 
to wear gloves with me so | don't feel so alone." 


She hesitated again, rubbing her gloves against her cheeks: 
"| never gave a thought about that until now." 


No, | had never heard this story before, and yes it was quite 
a shocker to hear Fiona speak as a real person with real 
problems. Fiona grabbed hold of me and held me as tightly 
as she ever did: 


"| don't want to be an adult Jessica!" She whined, "I don't 
want to deal with adult problems. | want to stay a princess. | 
want my perfect life to stay perfect," She continued, "Or... 
at least | want it to be the perfect life | always wanted it to 
be." 


“There's no such thing as a perfect life Fiona." | told her. 
"But I'll tell you," | wrapped my arms around her and we 
allowed our faces to touch, "You've succeeded in making me 
wear gloves 24/7, Ayla, Olivia, even Kelsey too. You can at 
least claim victory with that." 


Fiona looked at me and kissed me, "I wish you were my 
girlfriend." 


| didn't know how to respond to that. So | just held her and 
watched the sunrise. 


"One more stop," | told her, "On this vacation from Hell." 


"| don't want to go home," Fiona said staring forward, "I 
don't want to go back to reality. | want to just stay here with 
you, look at the ocean, and pretend we're just on break from 
High School, the reigning Queens on campus." 


| sighed, "Well, we can at least watch the sunrise together." 


Chapter 30 


FIONA FIVE AROUND THE WORLD 

By Sailor Jane & Glee-Chan 

CHAPTER 30 - CABO SAN LUCAS, MEXICO 
OLIVIA 


Leave Hawaii, get on a plane, land in Mexico, check into the 
hotel, and spend a miserable day with these idiots. 
Clockwork! All | can say is Thank God this is the last stop on 
this trip. And naturally, it's the one place | didn't care to go 
at all, completely Jessica Perez' idea. It was probably so she 
could show off how great she spoke Spanish or whatever. | 
was only being nice because she broke up with her 
girlfriend. 


And... | can't believe I'm saying this but... | was actually sad 
to see Shiho go. | know right? For being an annoying, 
stubborn asian girl, who obviously had terrible taste in 
woman, considering she went out with Jessica, she actually 
turned out to be genuine at least. She appreciated fashion, 
she was polite (most of the time), and she really called it 
when it came to me and Fiona. | also respect her for leaving 
Jessica. That was just going to end badly eventually. Maybe 
Jessica would say | pushed her to go that route, but | simply 
made her see reality, as | always do. | still don't get why 
Shiho was so into Ayla, | still say it's an asian thing. | don't 
even care that she left without saying goodbye. I'm never 
going to see her again, so what's the difference? 


Now there was another issue that was causing me to 
scratch my head: Were Jessica and Fiona going to become 


an item? It just seemed like that was where it was heading. | 
caught the two of them sitting together on the beach in 
Hawaii. Fiona wouldn't tell me what was going on, but 
Jessica claims nothing happened and Fiona was simply 
comforting her after Shiho left. 


So don't ask me for some long paragraph about how 
beautiful Cabo was, because I'm sick of it. I'm sick of 
sunlight, I'm sick of oceans, I'm sick of tourist stuff, | can't 
wait to get back to Seattle and enjoy the rainy autumn 
season. However, Jessica did plan to take Fiona and | out to 
lunch at this fish taco place, which she swore was the best. 
It was a pig-sty. Even Kelsey and Ayla bowed out, though | 
suspect Jessica planned this on purpose. 


Because of the situation with Fiona's parents, we took it 
easy on making any grand entrance and were discrete 
about sitting down. It's not easy when you're as beautiful as 
Fiona or me... and | guess Jessica too, but who cares? We 
even dressed down slightly to be a bit more conspicuous. 
We still had our gloves on but kept them slightly hidden 
under the table. | eyed this place. It wasn't too bad after 
glancing it. In looking it up on the internet, it had a very 
favorable rating, and the tables were crowded. Maybe it 
wouldn't be too terrible, especially for a Jessica Perez 
recommended place. 


| also noticed the back of one of the waitresses, taking 
orders, a fat woman with red hair (probably dyed) and 
Slightly fairer skin, she actually had white gloves on. She 
was the only one out of all of them wearing gloves. | was 
hoping she would be our waitress, although | also wouldn't 
have minded the cute Mexican with expensive looking 
earrings. Maybe we could convince her to wear gloves 
before serving us. 


"All right, let's talk about this," Jessica said. 


"| don't want to discuss this Jessica," Fiona spoke up looking 
at her menu, "Olivia and |, our problems are far too... too... 
Olivia what's the word I'm looking for." 


"Look at a thesaurus Fiona!" | barked at her picking up my 
menu. 


Fiona looked at me the way a little child looks at her parents 
for making her eat broccoli. 


"Liv!" Jessica took my menu away. 


"Jessica," | told her, "You can't even keep your own 
relationship together. What right do you have to tell me how 
to run my love life?" 


Jessica sighed. Good that she realized her hypocrisy, "That's 
my business pendeja. But whereas there were extenuating 
circumstances surrounding me and Shiho," She leaned into 
the table and gave me an evil eye, "Which you so graciously 
had to bring to my attention, thank you very much," She 
leaned back into her chair, "You two gabanchas have spent 
the last six years explaining how you two are 'soul-mates'’. 
And it's just going to end like this?" 


| couldn't let Jessica Know that her words were affecting me. 
Even though we refused to talk to each other, our trip to 
Hawaii being forced to be on a plane together and share a 
room together reminded me how comfortable | was with 
her, certainly more so than Kelsey who just rambled on 
about nothing. When | looked at Fiona, | could tell she was 
thinking the same thing, but she decided to turn her 
attention away from me and look around the restaurant. 


"| mean let's face it," Jessica continued, "nobody else can 
stand either one of you. You think you're ever gonna find 
someone else who will put up with your bullshit? The dress 
code?" 


"| had someone!" | reminded her, "And | stupidly let her go 
because Fiona was too insecure." | looked Fiona's way, 
"Eileen, remember?" 


Fiona wasn't paying attention to me. She had taken off her 
sunglasses and was Staring at that plump gloved waitress 
coming our way, staring at her notepad. What is it with 
waitresses, with their tunnel vision, who choose to totally 
check out of the world around them? 


"See you're not even listening to me!" | said to her. 


"Ugh," Jessica groaned and looked up at the ceiling. She 
grabbed that rosary around her neck "Why are You testing 
me like this?" 


Before | could scold Jessica for blaming God for her stupidity. 
The fat waitress finally came by, still staring at her notepad, 
which she held with her gloved hands. 


"Hello ladies," She spoke in English, probably paid attention 
to our conversation, thank God! (And yes | realize the 
hypocrisy of scolding Jessica for taking God's name in vain 
while doing it myself. Bite me!) 


Fiona meanwhile was still staring at the waitress. Now, even 
Jessica was eyeing her. So | snatched the menu from Jessica 
to give it another once over, not that it really mattered. | 
was certain all the food would be sub-par. 


"Can | get you started with some drinks?" 


Strangely enough, this waitress's voice sounded familiar, 
but before | could ask for the strongest liquor they had, 
Fiona spoke up: 


"Brenda?!" 


| immediately dropped my menu and stared at the waitress, 
who slowly looked away from her notepad to Fiona. 


Oh... My... God... It WAS Brenda! 


Brenda Corbat, our original Fiona Five sister, barely 
recognizable at that. Her short blonde hair was now a long 
red. Why on Earth would she dye her hair? Her real hair 
color almost rivaled Fiona's? And while Brenda had never 
been quite as statuesque in her physique as Fiona and I, 
how the hell did she gain all that weight? She must have 
been double what she weighed in High School. And her 
attire... ugh. | mean she at least had white gloves on, but 
they were awful looking. In fact the only accessory | 
recognized was that Asian / Buddhist / Whatever necklace 
Ayla gave her for her birthday one time. Figures also this 
would be the one time Ayla wasn't with us and Brenda was 
here, she's all she ever talked about. 


Brenda just stared at Fiona and dropped her notepad. She 
was like a deer in the headlights. 


"Dios Mio!" Jessica was just as surprised. 
Fiona stood up, "Brenda!" She said allowed, "Where have-" 


"Shhhh!" Brenda tried to get her to sit back down and 
whispered to us, "Please don't use my name here, I-" 


"Mariah!" A Mexican man's voice shouted out. He looked like 
the manager. Then he started yelling in Gibberish (Spanish) 


and | had no idea what he was saying. Brenda... or Mariah 
as | supposed she was known here... said something back to 
him in Spanish. She looked she was assuring him there was 
no problem or whatever. 


Fiona looked as lost as she had ever been, so | looked to 
Jessica and mouthed: "What's going on?" 


Jessica raised her arms and mouthed "I don't know!" 


After the manager went back in the kitchen, Brenda 
crouched down to talk to us, "I cant believe you're here!" 
She smiled. 


"Likewise," Jessica said and smiled. 


"So," | said, "Uh... Mariah, what have you been doing for the 
past six years, besides eating?" 


Jessica grabbed the menu and hit me on the head with it. 
Bitch... 


Fiona reached her hand out to touch her cheek, as if she 
was checking to see if she was a ghost. Brenda brought her 
hand down. 


"Listen, this isn't a great place to talk." She said, "I'm taking 
my break soon. There's a secluded spot near the beach a 
few blocks from here. | can meet you there and we can 
catch up." 


"Yeah," Jessie grabbed her bag, "Yeah let's do that. Your 
boss isn't going to be mad if we don't order will he?" 


Brenda smiled, "I'll just tell him you were three rich 
Americans who hated everything on the menu. He hates 
Americans anyway." 


"| do hate everything on the menu," | told her. 


"Somehow," Brenda's elitist personality came back to her, "I 
anticipated that, Olivia." 


"Well," Jessica said as she put her sunglasses on, almost 
copying Fiona's style, "I simply cannot eat here if you don't 
have tacos de cabeza on the menu. | apologize for wasting 
your... actually who am | kidding, | don't apologize for 
anyone. Hahahaha!" 


Jessica actually had to drag Fiona out of there by the arm 
because she was so comatose. 


We went to this secluded spot near the beach that Brenda 
told us to go to. And Jessica and | couldn't stop talking about 
this. All | could talk about was her weight, and we began to 
speculate what led her to become a waitress here in Cabo. It 
may have been the most Jessica and | had bonded together 
as best friends in... actually maybe ever. Fiona still looked 
like she had seen a ghost. She didn't say a word. 


Just when | thought she was taking her sweet time, Brenda 
appeared. She was still fat, still had on that tacky looking 
uniform, but this time she had on long purple leather gloves. 
They looked like they barely fit her fat arms. | was going to 
say something, but Jessica went up to her first. Brenda 
brought her gloves to her mouth in shock that that the four 
of us were reunited again. 


"Mariah," Jessica said. 


"It's okay," Brenda said and hugged her tightly, "You can call 
me Brenda now. We're alone." 


"Brenda mi amor!" 


Jessica began yapping at Brenda in Spanish, forgetting that 
Fiona and | existed. And obviously Brenda's Spanish had 
improved since high school, since she lived in this God- 
forsaken country, and she started yapping back with her. It 
was disgusting really. 


Besides, | was actually starting to worry about Fiona. She 
still looked comatose. | was actually wondering if she was, 
just somehow still able to walk around and keep her eyes 
open. Regardless of whether we were having a fight at the 
moment or not, | needed to put my arm around her and 
check on her: 


"Are you Okay?" 
Fiona slowly turned to me and shook her head. 


| couldn't take it anymore, so | yelled at them: "HEY! Anglais 
por favor!" 


"Ugh," Brenda let go of Jessica, "Where are my manners?" 


She decided to approach Fiona first. She sighed before she 
opened her mouth and put her arms out to hug her: "Fiona." 


Then Fiona slapped her. 


Brenda's excitement faded. Jessica moved over towards 

them, but | moved towards her and waved my arm, even 
taking her hand to allow Fiona to vent her anger. Brenda 
held her cheek and frowned. 


Fiona began to cry, "Where have you been? Where have you 
been you fucking bitch?! You left me!" 


"| know," Brenda said, "I know | did." 


Fiona was balling her eyes out and grabbed hold of her. 
Brenda looked sad as well. 


"| haven't seen you in six years!" Fiona said, "Why did you 
leave me? You didn't tell me why, you didn't write, you just 
left me!" 


"I'm sorry Fiona," Brenda was now crying, "I'm So sorry." 


This was a hard scene for me to watch because | always 
secretly wanted to get Brenda away from Fiona. The two of 
them always shared this special bond that | felt she and | 
never had. It wasn't fair. Maybe it didn't matter now. Maybe 
we should all just leave Fiona behind with Brenda and the 
two of them could eat disgusting Mexican food for the rest 
of their lives. 


"What happened Brenda?" Jessica finally spoke up. 


"We know what happened," | spoke up, "Your father got in 
trouble for embezzlement." 


"Yes," Brenda sighed, Fiona still wouldn't let go of her, so 
she positioned her body closer to us. "It's a long story but 
he moved me, mother and all the money out to Mexico, 
hooked us up with new identities, and we've just sort of 
been moving around this area ever since." 


"How come you never wrote me or emailed me?" Fiona said. 


"We were in hiding Fiona," Brenda positioned it to where she 
was now just holding Fiona's hand, "I couldn't contact 
anyone from America. | felt terrible that | couldn't talk to 
any of you... or Ayla..." 


"So why are you working as a waitress?" | asked, "Did you 
father lose all his money?" 


"He lost us," Brenda explained, "I don't really want to get 
into the details, but my mother and | left him." 


Both Jessica and | looked to Fiona. Brenda did too, which 
meant she knew about Fiona's parents splitting up. 


"I'm sorry to hear about your parents Fiona," She said 
having kept up with the news, "Though trust me when | say 
it may possibly be for the best. My father's a piece of shit 
who ruined all our lives. We can't even get to the money he 
owes his family." She looked to me, "And to answer your 
question Olivia, my mother had a stroke about a year ago, 
so she can't work. I've been working for her ever since." 


“Brenda I'm so sorry to hear that," Jessica moved in to hold 
her as well, "You mom was always nice to me." 


“Thank you," Brenda said, "But that's been my life since 
then." 


"Brenda," Fiona spoke up again, "Come back with us. We'll 
get you a seat on the plane. You can move in with me. We 
can all be together again." 


Jessica had backed up by now, just leaving Brenda and Fiona 
together. Brenda shook her head in an apologetic manner, "I 
can't." There was a long pause. 


"You two would be picked up by the FBI in America," Jessica 
pointed out. 


"Exactly," Brenda said, "We had nothing to do with my 
father's business, and yet we're accessible to his crimes." 


"So make a deal with the FBI," | suggested, "Tell them your 
father is here and they'll let you back." 


Jessica pointed out, "It's a little more complicated than 
that." 


"Even so," Brenda said, "| need to look after my mother. 
And... | don't know if | can go back to America, go back to 
that life." 


The waves of the sea, the twinkle of the sun, it became 
more apparent as our conversation fell into silence. The 
Original four friends were reunited for this one brief moment 
in time. | almost felt a flashback to the four of us sitting on 
the beach together for a summer vacation from middle 
school. Brenda was much hotter back then. 


"| wish | could stay longer," Brenda looked down at the sand 
and interrupted my flashback, "But | need to get back to 
work." 


"Do you..." Jessica spoke up, "Do you want to see Ayla?" 
Brenda looked at Jessica nervously, "Ayla? Ayla is here?" 
"Yes," | sooke up and crossed my arms. 


Brenda closed her eyes, "I don't know if | can bear to see 
her again. As difficult as it was to leave all of you behind, 
I'm still haunted by having said goodbye to her without any 
good reason. | bet she's pissed at me." 


"You're all she ever talks about," | told her, "She's had a 
girlfriend for the past six years, who actually replaced you in 
The Fiona Five, but-" 


"Nobody replaced you!" Fiona interrupted me. 


"Whatever," | didn't want to argue with Fiona, "She still 
whines about you all the time." 


"Wow," Brenda thought about it, "But still, it's best if you all 
don't tell her I'm here. | think it would bring up too many 
painful memories. Please do not tell her." 


My first conclusion as to why Brenda didn't want to see Ayla 
was that she had become so fat, so unglamorous, so ugly, 
that Ayla would be disgusted by what she saw. | know | pick 
on Kelsey a lot, but she's now a supermodel compared to 
Brenda. However, having since been in a bad situation with 
Fiona and forced to spend time with her, | knew there was 
more to it. 


Jessica hugged Brenda and said something to her in 
Spanish. Then they kissed on the lips. Maybe Jessica could 
move back to Cabo, and become her new girlfriend. She 
WAS available. The one who hugged her the longest was 
Fiona and once they finished their embrace, Fiona kissed her 
on the lips for a long time. That bothered me. Of course, 
after this it wouldn't matter. Brenda made her choice and 
could never be with Fiona. 


"Olivia," Brenda took my hand, "I need to talk to you before | 
go." 


| had no idea what Brenda was getting at when she dragged 
me closer to the beach and further away from Fiona and 
Jessica. She hugged me and... despite her change in 
appearance, it still felt like the same person | grew up with. 
It was at this point when | started to feel emotional. 


"Olivia," Brenda whispered in my ear, "You won. Fiona loves 
you. She's always loved you. | Know we used to fight for her 
affection, but she's always looked to you as her soul-mate." 
She sighed, "I used to be so jealous of you for that, but | 
know now that it was meant to be." 


"The way you kissed her just now-" | reminded her. 


"I'm sorry," She said, "Fiona and | will always have a special 
connection, but different from the one you and her have. 
Don't let this fight tear you two apart. Take care of her." 


| had been fighting tears but this is when it finally hit me 
hard. | didn't even know why | was emotional. Was she 
manipulating me? Was she playing with my emotions? God- 
damn it that's my job! 


| don't know why | did this, but | reached into my bag. | 
always had a surplus amount of cash that | exchanged at 
the airport in case we went shopping and came upon a 
place that only accepted cash, which was stupid. | don't 
remember exactly how much cash | had (probably a fortune 
for poor people) but | handed it to her. 


"Here," | said, "Take this." 
"Olivia," She waved her arms, "I can't accept that." 


"Take it!" | forced her hand open and put it in her hand, "Buy 
your mom a new massage chair or something. Tell her it's 
from me, Fiona and Jessica." 


Brenda began to sob, "Thank you." She hugged me. 


And so Brenda went back to her boring life, and it would be 
the last time | ever saw her. 


There's no much else to say about this. Jessica tried to bring 
up the old days and make light of it when we got back to the 
hotel and ordered in, fortunately Kelsey and Ayla weren't 
there, but it was a sad moment. This entire trip had been 
sad. Jessica decided to go look for her two friends leaving 
Fiona and | alone in the hotel. 


Fiona asked if we could put our bikinis on and sit out on the 
hotel patio. | agreed and we changed into our bikinis and 
satin gloves. We sat there for a long time not saying 
anything. At first | preferred it that way. | was pretty tired of 
sunlight, but having this calm scene just the two of us did 
feel like our old days as a couple where we could just sit in 
silence and everything was understood. 


"| Know what she said to you," Fiona finally spoke up, "When 
you two had your private conversation." 


"| bet you do," | spoke back. | guess that was the end of our 
silent period. 


“Everybody seems to think we need to stay together. As if 
anyone else we went out with would be... would be..." 


"Incompatible?" | finished her sentence. 
"| was going to say that," Fiona looked to me. 


| couldn't help but laugh. Of course she wasn't going to 
think of that. | thought of everything for her. But | didn't say 
anything. 


Fiona grabbed my hand, "I feel so sad for Brenda. Her whole 
life has been turned upside down. Her father left her and 
her mother in the worst possible situation." 


“Puts things into perspective doesn't it?" | told her. 


Fiona sighed now clenching my hand. | know what she was 
thinking. As sad as it was that her parents were breaking up, 
they would survive. Fiona had her own money, her own 
investments, her life would go on, as would her mother's. 
Brenda's life was over, forever doomed to live in this 
purgatory of taking people's orders and taking care of her 


mother. Even if my donation helped her momentarily, it 
wouldn't last. Indeed, Fiona's life didn't seem so bad in 
comparison. | decided to interlace our fingers. It felt good. 


"I'm sure there's a way we can help her," | explained, 
"Maybe send her some more money through western 
union." 


"Ollie," Fiona looked to me, "Do you think we can work 
through this?" 


Could we work through this. | didn't have an answer to that 
question just yet. My mind was calculating all the possible 
outcomes of this conversation, but | guess my mouth spoke 
for me: 


"You did a lot of things that hurt me Fiona," | told her, "What 
you did in Rome is hard to forgive." 


"Well," Fiona said sternly, "You did things to hurt me too." 


Before | could start going off on how the things | had done 
to hurt her paled in comparison to how much | had hurt her, 
she spoke up again: 


"But," She clenched my hand tighter, "I can try to be better. 
| don't want to change or apologize for who | am, but-" She 
didn't finish her thought. 


I've debated whether or not to put this next scene into this 
story, but I'm going to write it anyway. 


Fiona has always been like a baby. | had to take care of her, 
as Brenda said, and she gave nothing in return. In sitting 
with her right now, and even watching her kiss Brenda 
earlier, I... | got turned on. 


“There's something | want you to do for me right now." | told 
her. 


| got up from the chair and went back to the room before 
Fiona could ask "What?" | came back with Fiona's pink 
rubber gloves and immediately began to draw them on her 
satin gloved hands. 


"What is it Ollie?" Fiona looked suspicious. 


"| want you," | slowly took my two piece bikini off, "To give 
me an orgasm, right here, right now, on this patio." 


Fiona's eyes widened, "I think you've been hanging out with 
Ayla too long." 


"I'm serious," | told her and sat down opening my legs, "I 

want you to get between my legs and give me the kind of 
pleasure I've given you so many times the past six years. 
And | will not do the same for you." 


Fiona looked incredibly confused. 
"If you want to make this work," | said, "Prove it." 


There was a long period of silence where Fiona sat there 
unsure of how to take this request. | didn't care if she found 
it cruel, this was my way of her making it up to me. 


Finally she got up from her chair and did as | asked. She 
tried to lean forward and kiss me. | allowed a smooch, but | 
soon put my gloved finger on her lips and told her: "Do it!" 


She didn't do it straight away, she put her rubber gloved 
hands on my breasts and began to give me a sensual 
massage. This | allowed. | was never much for the touch of 
rubber gloved hands, but any true affectionate actions Fiona 


showed me were always welcomed. | don't know how long 
she spent rubbing my body with those gloves, but soon 
enough, she did as she was told. Fiona Winston sat in- 
between my legs and stuck out her tongue, with her rubber 
gloved hands on my thighs. 


And it felt... so... fucking... good... 
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As much as | wanted to write an email to Shiho gaging her 
thoughts on the breakup, | decided it was best to let it be. 
Kelsey agreed with me. In fact, | had to spend the day with 
her. She was feeling really depressed. Kelsey was just crying 
for no reason. 


| would ask her, "What's wrong baby?" 


And she had no answer and apologized for being moody. | 
felt moody too. We did cheer up when we rented a kayak 
and rowed along the beaches. Kelsey couldn't stop staring 
at the fish. It was so cute to see her in that life-vest over her 
bikini with both her satin gloves and another pair of full- 
fingered rowing gloves on top. | told a few jokes, she 
laughed. It was a fun afternoon. 


But then we went to lunch, and the mood came back. | tried 
as best | could to keep the conversation on the water 
excursion we just had. Eventually Jessie joined us, and the 
conversation soon turned to her breakup with Shiho. 
Nothing much was accomplished. Actually, | could swear 
something else was on Jessie's mind other than Shiho. 
Maybe Fiona and Olivia, which would drive anyone crazy. 
Originally, Jessie was going to room with Kelsey and I, but 


she told us she had gotten her own room. She needed some 
"Alone time to think about her life." 


| was sad too. | liked Shiho. | hated that she just left without 
saying anything. It was so rude, so unlike her. But as we sat 
there pouring down drinks, | got the email | had been 
waiting for: 


"New email from Shitho Inoue." 


| didn't tell Jessie or Kelsey, who fortunately were lost in a 
conversation about the kayak trip. | excused myself and 
went out to the deck of the restaurant. 


This is what the email said: 
"Ayla, 


As always, forgive my poor English. Nanami helped me, but 
it may still not be perfect. 


You must now know that Jessica and | have broke up. | do 
not want to go into details because it makes me sad. | will 
only say that ! can no longer get in the way of her dream. 
But | also know that | did not have a chance to say goodbye 
to you and you deserve better. 


All | want to say is thank you for being my friend. Even 
though | was very sad most of the time on this vacation 
where too many bad things happened, you showed me 
kindness. Sometimes you took things too far, but | know you 
mean well. 


Jessie has sent me emails which I can not respond to. | know 
she is hurting. So please take care of her for me and be her 
friend. But also please take care of Kelsey. You two love each 


other and that is important. | did not like that | got between 
you two. You must all follow your dream. 


You will also be happy to know that I took your gloves with 
me and have been wearing them ever since. Nanami thinks 
lam crazy to still be wearing them. They will remind me of 
our friendship. | can not promise that | will wear them all the 
time as you do, but ! will wear them often. 


Please let me know if you are ever in Japan. 
| love you... as my friend. 
Shiho Inoue 


PS. | listened to those Pop Rocks albums you gave me on 
the plane-ride. Some of the songs make me sad, but others 
remind me of you." 


Well... I'm not gonna lie, at first | kinda got turned on 
knowing she still had my gloves on and was still wearing 
them. But the more | took in what she had sent, the more it 
made me sad. | couldn't imagine | would ever see her again, 
except on the rare occasion that | made my way to Japan. 
And aside from the fact that | couldn't soend the money as 
freely as Jessie, was | really going to go visit Shiho behind 
Jessie's back? Well, at least | got an email from her. | 
debated showing it to Jessie and even Kelsey, but | decided 
to keep this for myself. Shiho and | shared a special bond on 
this trip and let it be that. 


| had Kelsey to myself again that night, and she was still 
moody. | held onto her and was the perfect understanding 
comforting girlfriend she needed me to be. But my own 
selfish needs did come out: 


"Kelsey baby," | whispered in her ear, "I'll hold you as long 
as you want tonight. But... could | ask you to sleep naked 
with me? That's not too much to ask is it?" 


Kelsey turned to look me in the eye for a moment, but | 
could tell she was convincing herself to do it. So she sat up, 
put her arms in the air and let me take her pajamas off, 
leaving only her satin gloves and socks. | was already 
naked. So we held each other, kissed throughout the night, 
pressed our breasts against each other, and that was as far 
as it went. | was too terrified to go any further. While it felt 
good to sleep naked together again, it was a sleepless night 
for my horny self, especially with Shiho's email on the brain. 


Finally, it was our last day of this vacation around the world. 
| had been waiting for it since Rome. The early morning was 
nice since Kelsey agreed to shower with me, both of us 
wearing latex gloves. We fooled around a little bit, which 
was welcomed, but | Know Fiona was insistent that the five 
of us have breakfast together one last time as The Fiona 
Five. 


This time, we laid low. Olivia ordered room service to be 
placed out on the huge balcony Fiona and Olivia had. It was 
actually a nice way to end our vacation. The mood was 
certainly improved as Olivia and Fiona were no longer 
bickering, but Shiho's presence was sorely missed. This did 
technically make it a Fiona FIVE breakfast, maybe the first 
since we left Seattle. It was quiet when we ate; all of us 
sitting outside in our signature dresses and gloves. 


And then, just as she decided she had enough breakfast 
(like two bites) Fiona finally spoke: "So if you decided you 
wanted to have a baby..." 


Ugh... odd thing to bring up out of nowhere, but at least 
Fiona was starting to seem like her normal self. 


“How would you do it? You know, since we're all paired up 
with the same gender?" 


"I'm not," Jessie spoke with her mouth full, "At the moment." 
"You know what | mean," Fiona didn't let it go. 


Strangely enough, my mind began to seriously ponder the 
question. Naturally Olivia spoke first. They must have talked 
about this beforehand: 


"Well," She wiped off her mouth, once again not having ate 
much on her plate, "| would just adopt a baby, or just pay 
someone who looks like me to have my child." 


Well... | can't say | was surprised to hear Olivia say this. | 

even looked to Kelsey who even while eating, seemed to 

agree with me with her eyes. | don't think even Fiona was 
very impressed by Olivia's answer. 


"What about you Jessica?" Fiona asked. 


Jessie hesitated but did answer like the great diplomat she 
was, "Well, | hate to agree with Liv, but I'd probably adopt 
too. Though I'd work with an international adoption agency, 
maybe save a child from a war torn country." 


"God, you're so preachy!" Olivia attacked her. 


Before Jessie could respond, Kelsey spoke up, "Neither of 
you would want to experience the miracle of childbirth?" | 
always got a tingly feeling hearing my sweet Kelsey bring up 
something so innocent. 


"| just," Jessie said, "feel like it might get in the way of my..." 
She gulped, "My uh... career," she took a sip of her drink. 
The thought of losing her girlfriend because of her career 
was probably still fresh in her mind. Jessie saved face very 
quickly, "Besides, why not give an underprivileged kid a new 
home in America?" 


"Kelsey," Olivia looked to her, "The 'miracle of childbirth’ is 
so severely overrated. My mother used to play the 
videotape of me and my brother's birth and it was 
disgusting. No way I'd go through that." 


"Well," Jessie spoke up, "I think anyone would find YOUR 
birth disgusting." 


| chuckled at that and even Kelsey smiled and covered her 
mouth. 


Olivia rolled her eyes, "Wow, that's so funny | forgot to 
laugh." 


"So you would carry your baby Kelsey?" Fiona smiled at her, 
seemingly happy to hear someone in her group speak out 
for natural childbirth. 


"| always imagined | would," Kelsey said, "Though | guess | 
also figured I'd get pregnant the old fashioned way. | mean 
obviously Ayla and | would have to talk about it-" 


| paused for a moment hearing her say ‘Ayla and I' when 
talking about having children. We never really talked about 
it, let alone marriage, but just the idea that my love would 
want to have children with me made me feel so loved. 


“| guess I'd have to find a donor, do the in-vitro thing." 


"Actually," | decided to speak up, "I always had it in my 
mind, in fact | remember even talking to Brenda about this-" 


| could swear that when | brought up Brenda again, which | 
only mentioned because it was true, that Olivia and Jessie 
exchange a series of uncomfortable looks. | didn't know 
what to think of that, but | continued regardless: 


“That somehow | would find a way to manipulate the in-vitro 
fertilization to include DNA from both myself and her. Then 
the child's natural parents would be both Kelsey and |." 


| looked to Kelsey who smiled at me. | reached for her hand. 


"She'd have our baby and... well | guess I'd have it easy, but 
at least I'd get to stay by her side and support her while she 
carried our child." 


"Well," Olivia spoke up grabbing her drink, "You and a million 
other lezbos are probably gonna have to keep dreaming." 


"| think that's sweet Ayla," Fiona told me, "I too would want 
to experience the beauty of giving birth to my daughter. It 
doesn't matter to me how. She'll be the most beautiful 
blonde baby girl this world has ever seen, and | will raise her 
and be there for her better than my parents ever could. 
She'd be a beautiful princess wearing nothing but the most 
glamorous dresses and wear gloves every day." 


"What if it's a boy?" Jessie asked. 


Fiona looked to Jessie with disdain in her eyes, "Then I'll just 
have an abortion." 


Well better a weird Fiona Five conversation about childbirth 
than Fiona and Olivia arguing with each other, but soon 
enough it was time for us to get ready for our flight home. 


While we still had time, Fiona wanted to really savor the 
moment, get lots of pictures, and without Shiho as our 
designated camerawoman, Olivia forced the cleaning staff 
to take pictures of us in our hotel room, posing. Well, first 
she had to force them to put gloves on, and then take 
pictures. Of course, Olivia kept telling them: "No it's all 
wrong, take them again!" 


Things were back to the way they were. 


We took our 40 minute cab ride to the airport, once again, 
taking care to avoid any paparazzi looking to pester Fiona, 
though fortunately there wasn't much of it here in Cabo San 
Lucas. And before long, we were at the Los Cabos 
International Airport and were ready to board our last flight. 
Apparently, direct flights from Los Cabos to Seattle were not 
very common. One thing | found odd was that Olivia, usually 
the one who paid for all the incidental stuff, was out of cash 
and asked Jessica to take care of it. That took a bit of time, 
So Kelsey and | walked in the airport first. She was really 
taking in the moment. 


Kelsey sighed, "Are you ready to go home?" 
"You have no idea," | told her while holding her hand. 


"We should go out to dinner," She told me, "When we get 
home and maybe catch up on where we're at." 


| kind of shuttered at that. 


"Not," Kelsey reassured me, "Like that. Not a break up 
dinner or anything, just... just a..." 


"A heart to heart?" | looked to her. 


She smiled at me, "Yes. Are you gonna start finishing my 
sentences like Olivia now?" 


"| hope not," | chuckled. | kissed her in the middle of the 
airport. 


“Easy Ayla," she told me, "We're in an airport... in Mexico." 


| sighed again. Considering when we made it to Los Angeles 
we were having sex in the bathroom, this was a long step 
backwards for us, as far as | was concerned. 


Then Fiona, Olivia and Jessie came in, as an attendant took 
care of their many bags. 


"Hey my reasons for adoption are noble at least," Jessie 
snipped at Olivia. 


"God," Kelsey told me, "They're still on this?" 


"You literally just want someone else," Jessie continued, "to 
do the hard work for you!" 


"Well excuse me," Olivia teased her, "For not wanting to lose 
nine months of my life vomiting everyday and turning into a 
big fat-ass like Brenda Corbat is now!" 


... Brenda Corbat? 


"Shhhhh!" | heard Jessie and Fiona both say at the same 
time. 


That's when | turned around, utterly confused. Kelsey did as 
well: 


"What?" | asked them. 


In seeing their faces, | saw immediately that they were 
hiding something, and Olivia had let this secret slide. 
Honestly, | expected something was out of the ordinary 
even before she said it. So right away, my mind started 
coming up with conclusions to what they were talking about. 
Had Brenda finally sent one of them an email, a phone 
message or something? And did she actually decide not to 
include me? Her ex-girlfriend? All three of them seemed to 
know about it, and it just set me off. | slowly started walking 
towards them. Both Jessie and Fiona looked to Olivia like 
they wanted to kill her. She of course showed no remorse. 


"Okay," | asked them, "What the hell is going on? Why did 
you mention Brenda?" 


Kelsey appeared next to me, also wanting answers. Olivia 
sighed. She spilled the beans so she was going to tell me: 


"Brenda is here, Ayla. Well," She pointed out of the airport, 
“There in Cabo San Lucas." 


| think my brain broke. 


Brenda Corbat, the woman who | lost six years ago, is here 
in Cabo San Lucas? 


Jessie was the one who clued me in on the details, very 
quietly. She told me all about how Brenda had a waitress 
job, about her new identity, about her mom having a stroke, 
about her pleading them not to tell me she was there. That's 
the part | found most disheartening. How could she tell 
them not to tell me? And they saw her yesterday? | could 
have had some time to see her and at least talk to her. All 
Olivia told me was that she was fat now. 


"Anyway," Fiona spoke up, "Let's get checked in-" 


| got right in Jessie's face. | honestly felt very betrayed by 
her at this moment, "Jessie, where is she?" 


Jessie hesitated, so Olivia tried to nudge me back: 
"Ayla, we can discuss this on the plane-" 


| just pushed Olivia out of the way. She almost fell over, but 
Kelsey caught her. 


"Where the fuck is she Jessie?!" | raised my voice. | think 
some people in the airport were starting to eye us. 


Jessie finally told me the name of the restaurant, which 
wasn't too far from our hotel we had been staying in. And 
like a secret agent, | pulled my phone, googled it, even 
leaving my bags behind. 


"Ayla!" Jessie came after me and got in front of me, "We 
have a flight to catch!" 


“Don't stop me Jessie!" | told her sternly, "I've been waiting 
six fucking years to see Brenda again! She was my 
girlfriend, remember?" 


| felt like tears were starting to gather in my eyes. 
"What about Kelsey!" Jessie told me, "Your girlfriend now?" 


... Shit! | hadn't even thought about that. Immediately a 
feeling of guilt came over me when | looked back and saw 
my girlfriend walking towards me, sadness in her eyes. 


“You don't need to make the same mistake | did, Ayla," 
Jessie told me. 


| guess | was so caught up in the moment, | wasn't thinking 
clearly. Damn it! | finally had the chance to see Brenda 
again, and | might never get that chance again. | looked 
down at my hands. They were covered by my blue leather 
gloves... the ones Brenda gave me. And slowly a pair of 
purple leather gloves held onto them. | looked up, with tears 
still gathering in my eyes and looked at Kelsey. 


"You should go see her Ayla," She told me. 
My eyes widened. She was actually giving me permission? 


"Hello?" Olivia spoke up, "Airplane? Leaving this airport in 
an hour? Did we forget about that?" 


"You need this," Kelsey told me, "You need closure with 
Brenda. If you don't, you're going to carry this with you, and 
it'll always be in the way of our future together. And you 
need to go see her alone." 


Jesus... I'm tearing up right now just thinking about this. 
Kelsey was so kind and understanding to me, she was 
perfectly willing to let me go see my ex-girlfriend, cancel a 
flight. | hugged her tightly. 


"Thank you," | told her, "I love you so much." 
"| love you too," She told me, "Now hurry up!" 


| stepped back looking at my four friends, "Just take the 
flight. If I'm not back, I'll buy another ticket." 


"No," Fiona said aloud, "We're leaving this place together, as 
The Fiona Five! We'll get another flight." 


With that, | sprinted out of the airport and caught the first 
cab | saw. The entire ride there, the image of Brenda saying 


goodbye to me at my doorstep play like a loop. That was six 
years ago. This had to have been the longest cab ride of my 
life. 


The restaurant was in sight. | threw the cab driver whatever 
money | had not caring about change and ran as fast as | 
could towards the building. The anticipation before getting 
to this restaurant was killing me. 


| burst through the door, as a lot of people stared at me. 
Even if Brenda had changed in her appearance, | knew | 
would have recognized her immediately. If Fiona recognized 
her, | knew her even better. But no one in this restaurant 
reminded me of her. 


"Buenos tardes, Seniora," The hostess got my attention. 


"Uh..." | had to remember the name | was looking for, 
“Donde esta... Mariah?" 


The hostess looked at me strangely. And she must have 
picked up on my American accent because she immediately 
spoke in English, "She leaves early on Fridays." 


"Shit!" | let out. 


And soon enough, | saw someone walking out of the kitchen 
holding her bag and wearing white gloves with her uniform. 


... It was her... | didn't even need the white gloves to be 
reminded of that. 


And she saw me, oh did she ever. As soon as her eyes found 
mine, she stopped in her tracks. 


She was different. Her hair, her body, her entire being. It 
almost didn't look the same woman | fell in love with. Oh my 


God Brenda, what happened to you? When Olivia said she 
had gotten fat, | thought she was counting in Olivia 
measurements. Maybe Brenda had gained fifteen, twenty 
pounds. And she was pretty skinny when | was going out 
with her, so twenty pounds wouldn't necessarily make her 
fat. But no, she really had gained an unhealthy amount of 
weight. | could almost feel my eyes watering. But at the 
same time... she was there. My God, Brenda Corbat, the first 
love of my life, was standing right in front of me for the first 
time in six years. That necklace | gave her... she was still 
wearing it! My lungs suddenly emptied and | felt like | 
couldn't fill them again. My Spanish completely escaped me 
as the hostess introduced me and Brenda said something to 
her without taking her eyes off of me. 


And suddenly she started walking towards me. | still couldn't 
move until she took my hand and whispered: 


"Walk with me." 


Six years later, | still Knew Brenda well enough to know that 
meant 'don't say anything' and followed her. But suddenly | 
wasn't in Cabo following my long-lost ex-girlfriend. 


Brenda was younger now, thin with her short blonde hair in 
that expensive purple dress and leather gloves. | too was in 
the blue dress and gloves she got for me. We were holding 
hands and smiling at each other. Being with her again sent 
me into a feeling of pure bliss. And of course | couldn't wait 
to take her somewhere private and have my way with her. 
But for now, after completely zoning out and losing track of 
time, she brought me to this secluded beach. 


"My God Brenda," | finally told her, "This is so beautiful." 


When | turned to face her though, she wasn't her younger 
self anymore. This was the long-lost Brenda | discovered in 


Cabo. My heart sank and my smile faded. The only 
difference is that somewhere in our walk she had put ona 
pair of long purple gloves. So she did still wear them. 


"| like it too," Brenda managed to say to me, "This is where 
Fiona, Olivia and Jessica and | were talking yesterday." She 
hesitated, "| guess... | guess they told you everything." | 
could see the annoyance in her face having told them not to 
tell me. 


| stared at her. Where do | begin? How | speak to her for the 
first time in six years, especially the way she left me? In 
fact, how do | address her? 


"So," | said, "Do | call you Mariah now?" 
Brenda looked around, "Call me Brenda." 
Okay, that was out of the way. But now what? 


"Brenda," | finally said, "I'm completely speechless right 
now. In fact... | think | might have forgotten how to breathe." 


"You're not going to faint," Brenda came closer to me, "Are 
you?" 


"No no no," | held my hands out, unsure if | wanted her to 
hug me or not, "I'm okay. | just... Brenda, | thought | would 
never see you again." 


Brenda nodded, "! thought I'd never see again either. Did... 
how much did the others tell you?" 


"| know what happened Brenda," | told her, maybe with too 
stern a tone. 


She held her cheek and in a mousey tone | had so rarely 
heard from her, she said, "You're not going to slap me are 
you?" 


"Slap you?" | said, "Why would | slap you?" 


| didn't know until later that Fiona had slapped her the day 
before. 


"| thought," Brenda said, "| thought you'd be mad that | left 
you there without answers." 


| closed my eyes, "Honestly Brenda, | don't know how | feel 
right now. Seeing you like this right here right now... This 
is... this is insane!" 


| buried my face in my gloved hands for a minute. Brenda 
eyed them: 


"Are those," She said, "Are those the same gloves | gave 
you?" 


| looked at them and then back at her, "They are. They're all 
| have left of you." 


Shaking her head slowly back and forth and dropping her 
jaw, "Ayla..." she said. 


Brenda immediately grabbed hold of me and kissed me. | 
didn't push back. | embraced it. Once again, it felt like 
Brenda and | were 16 again. Despite her change in 
appearance, those lips of hers were just as | remembered. 
But... somehow they didn't feel as special to me. It was like 
something was missing. They didn't feel... well... they didn't 
feel as soft as Kelsey's lips, let's put it that way. 


Maybe sensing a faux-pas, Brenda broke the kiss, still 
hugging me, "Are you okay?" 


"Yeah," | slowly opened my eyes and looked into her's, "I 
am." 


Brenda smiled, "I've finished for the day. We can spend as 
long as you want here on this beach." 


| could spend the rest of the afternoon and evening with 
Brenda on a beach in Cabo? That sounded amazing. | could 
recall everything that had happened in six years. Tell her 
everything that happened on this crazy trip. But... 


"| can't," | looked away, "I'm sorry." 


Brenda let go of me, looking dejected, "| understand. It must 
be hard for you seeing me like this. I've become so fat and 


ugly." 


"Brenda," | grabbed her hands, "It's not that. | would take 
you anyway you are. But..." 


There was silence for what must have been a minute as we 
just looked into each other's eyes. 


"You have a girlfriend," She finally answered for me. 


| just nodded, "In fact, we're supposed to be boarding a 
plane back to Seattle right now." 


Brenda rolled her eyes, "Very funny." 


"No I'm serious," | chuckled, "I took a cab from the airport 
after Olivia spilled the beans." 


"Ugh," Brenda buried her face in her gloved hand, "Olivia!" 


"Is that why you didn't want to see me?" | asked you, "You 
were afraid I'd judge you on how you look?" 


"Among other things," Brenda said. 


| hugged her again, and whispered in her ear, "I'm sorry 
about your mom." 


"Thank you," She whispered back to me. 


There we quite a lot of silent moments as this conversation 
carried on, which led to disjointed dialog: 


"Did she," | faced her again and held her hands, "Did she or 
your dad know about us?" 


"Not when we were together," Brenda confessed, "But after 
we relocated, | told them. My mom said she kind of knew 
and felt a little weird about it. My father flipped out. He's a 
total creep." 


"Yeah," | agreed with her, "I didn't want to say anything." 


"Say all you want," Brenda's anger came in. She often used 
to speak angry about her father, "It's because of him | lost 
you. | would have stayed with you to the end." 


| almost wanted to start crying when she said that. 


“But I'm glad you have someone in your life," Brenda's 
kindness returned, "Anyone | knew?" 


"Kelsey Greenberg?" | told her, knowing she wouldn't know 
who she is. 


Brenda thought about it, "It's been a while, | don't recognize 
that name. Do you uh... Do you have a picture of her? | 


don't know if it's weird your ex-girlfriend asking to see your 
current girlfriend." 


| took out my phone, which Brenda seemed very jittery 
around. She must have lived in constant fear that the 
American government would somehow find her and bring 
her back to be prosecuted. I'm not sure how my phone 
would pick up on that, but | understood her paranoia. | 
simply looked in my folder labeled "Kelsey" and pulled out a 
favorite picture of her laughing. 


"Awww," Brenda smiled, "She's so cute." It must have been 
a melancholic compliment. | could tell she was being 
sincere, but it was also a picture of girl | had replaced her 
with. 


"Yeah," | smiled too, "She's great. Really." 


| pulled up another picture of the six of us (Shiho included) 
in the lavish gowns we wore in Paris. 


"Wow," Brenda said, "She's wearing purple. So Fiona really 
DID replace me." 


"In my estimation," | told her, "No one ever really replaced 
you Brenda." 


Brenda started scrolling through the pictures until she came 
to one of Kelsey in that cat outfit, only she was in lingerie 
instead of a dress. Brenda's eyes widened. | grabbed the 
phone. 


"Sorry," | said, "That one's private." 


Brenda laughed, "Well, looks like my little my little Ayla's 
just as kinky as | remember her." 


| smirked at her, raising one cheek. 


"| can tell just from those pictures that she loves you," She 
grabbed my hand again, "You two take care of each other." 


| nodded, "I will." 


"You should go," Brenda said, "You don't want to miss your 
flight. Olivia won't stop complaining about it." 


"| think it's too late," | looked at my phone, "But it's okay." | 
stared at her for a long time realizing this would be the last | 
ever saw of her, "I'm glad we got to have a proper goodbye 
this time." 


"I'll always love you Ayla," Brenda was really crying now, 
"Saying goodbye to you was the hardest thing | ever did in 
my life." 


Now | was crying. We hugged again, this time, it must have 
lasted two, maybe three minutes. Finally Brenda broke it 
and asked me, "One more kiss? A kiss goodbye?" 


| nodded and our lips touched. We didn't make out, we just 
kissed while hugging. And it felt wonderful. | could feel all 
the scars of the past finally disappearing in this healing 
embrace. Once the kiss ended, | just stared at her: 


"You uh..." My eyes vacillated, "You want me to give you a 
quickie right here on the beach?" 


Brenda laughed in the way only she could, "No I'm okay. 
Save it for your girl." She held my hand, "C'mon horny girl, 
let's get you a cab to the airport." 


It felt so wonderful to be walking with her, even if it was to 
be our last. 


"Is Maxie's Burgers still open?" She asked me as we walked. 


"No," | told her, almost forgetting we ever lived in Seattle, 
"They closed." 


"Oh no!" Brenda looked to me and smiled, "So they really 
were making burgers out of people?" 


| laughed, "No... but they were making burgers from dogs." 


Brenda rolled her eyes, "Right," She said sarcastically. God 
damn, | forgot how hard it was to fool her. 


“Couldn't afford the rent anymore," was the truth. 
"That's too bad." 


"But," | told her, "We did all get to see Pop Rocks in New 
York." 


"Really?!" Brenda's looked excited, "Oh I'm so jealous. How 
were they?" 


“Incredible! Brought back a lot of memories we shared 
together." 


Before we knew it, a cab rolled up and it was time for me to 
go. 


We held hands, "I guess it's my turn to tell you I'm leaving." 
Brenda nodded, "Safe travels." 
One more hug, "I love you," | whispered in her ear. 


"| love you too," She said, "And tell Kelsey | love her too for 
taking care of you." 


| sighed as | stared at her. Turning around to get in the cab 
took every ounce of will power in my body. Once | was in the 
cab | watched her as he rolled away. And slowly, Brenda, 
standing there waving her hand, turned back into the young 
Short haired lavish Brenda | remembered. It was once she 
was out of my sight that | broke down and cried heavily. In 
fact, the cab driver asked me if | was okay, | told him: 


"Yes... everything is fine now." 


| took out my cell-phone. Our flight-time had long since 
expired. | sent a text to Kelsey: 


"On my way back" 
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"On my way back" 


| read that text for what must have been the twentieth time. 
| couldn't help it, | was nervous. Ayla was meeting Brenda. 
What were they doing? What were they saying? | didn't want 
to be the jealous girlfriend prying into her business. | meant 
what | said, Ayla needed this. She needed to get this block 
out of her way to get her life on track. Somehow | feel that 
all these ways she acted out, with her impractical requests 
or flirting with Shiho, all goes back to her losing Brenda. 


Jessie and | were having lunch in the airport while Olivia and 
Fiona were arranging another flight. | told her everything 
that was on my mind. She assured me that Ayla wouldn't do 
anything, and even when it came to Shiho, she knew that 
Shiho would never agree to do anything crossing the line 
with Ayla. Yes, their moment together in Switzerland was too 
much, and by the end, them showering together and such 
was weighing on us both, but in the end, nothing much 
happened. | guess | could always bring up her flirting with 
Shiho the next time she chose to bring up my lost weekend 
with Fiona. But now, Jessie and | were discussing her future 
with Shiho, or lack thereof. 


"So," | told her, having finished my lunch, "Are you going to 
go back to Japan? Try to get her back?" 


"No," Jessie said stuffing her face with chips, not even caring 
that she was making her gloves messy. 


"You won't even try?" | asked her, "Feels like a romantic 
adventure. You going all the way to Japan to show you how 
much you love her?" 


"| went to Japan so many times Kelsey," She told me, "I 
dropped all my studies to go see her. And... it just feels like 
she never appreciated it or make any effort to do the same 
for me. Enough is enough." 


This was a drastic change in tone from where she stood 
yesterday, "But she was willing to move to Seattle to be 
with you." 


She took a deep breath and explained herself, "I thought 
about this a lot last night, and the night before. | felt really 
guilty. Why couldn't | just say yes? Why did | have to pick 
career first and Shiho second?" 


"Well," | told her, "Olivia put it-" 


"She has nothing to do with this," Jessie interrupted me, 
"I've dealt with Olivia's bullshit before, it doesn't effect me. 
This was my doing. And it wasn't just my career, it was a lot 
of things. The truth is... | just don't think Shiho and | are 
meant to live together in America. When | was in Japan, | 
was on her home-turf. She was comfortable. We spoke 
Japanese, | hung out with her friends, | ate the food she 
wanted, aside from her having to wear gloves for me, and 
her whining about us having to dance, it was easy. But this 
trip was totally different. She WAS uncomfortable. She didn't 
like the food we ate, she didn't like the lavish gowns we all 


had to wear, she didn't like the music we listened to. Santo 
Cielos, you didn't hear the temper tantrum she threw in 
Japanese when we were having our Beatles marathon in 
England. She really hates that band for some stupid 
reason." 


"She liked The Pop Rocks concert," | told her, "Didn't she?" 


"| dunno," Jessie's voice wavered, "All the could talk about 
that night was Fiona's tantrum with Katie Kerrigan. And 
speaking of which, she REALLY didn't like Fiona and Olivia. If 
it wasn't for Ayla, | don't think she could have lasted as 
long." 


"Did | do anything," | asked, "To upset her." 


Jessie tilted her head, "She wasn't too happy the night you 
almost went over the falls." 


That made me feel sick to my stomach. 


"But it doesn't matter,” Jessie continued, "I love Shiho, but | 
knew this trip was going to test our relationship, and we 
didn't pass the test." 


"That's how | feel," | took a sip of my soda, "About Ayla and | 
on this trip. | feel like we've drifted further apart." 


Jessie grabbed my hand, "Listen, | had to work overtime to 
bring Fiona and Olivia back together, don't make have to do 
that again!" 


| laughed at that. Right on cue, Ayla came running in, 
breathing heavily. 


"Hey," She said taking a chair. 


"Sorry Ayla," Jessie said clinging onto me, "I stole your girl 
while you were gone." 


| decided to play along and hug Jessie as well. Ayla didn't 
really react. Whatever happened between Brenda and her 
must have taken a lot out of her. | let go of Jessie, got up, 
hovered over her chair, and put my arms around her: 


"Is everything okay Aylee?" 
"Yeah," Ayla looked up to me and kissed me. 
"So what happened?" Jessie asked. 


Ayla took a deep breath. She wasn't weeping and certainly 
didn't look dejected, so whatever happened must have been 
somewhat positive. If she had done something to cross the 
line, | would have picked up on some guilt or look of 
remorse, but she didn't have that. 


"I'll tell you later," Ayla said, "Do we have another flight?" 


"Well," Jessie got up and lifted her bag, "Let's go check with 
las dos gueras." 


As | helped Ayla up, she could sense | had questions, so she 
held my cheek: 


“Everything's okay... I'm okay." She kissed me, "Let's 
definitely have our heart-to-heart dinner when we get back. 
Just the two of us." 


"Okay," | told her. 


She held my hand and we made our way to check in with 
Olivia and Fiona. We happened to run into them on our way 
to the ticket counter. 


“There you are," Fiona said smiling with her sunglasses on, 
"We were just coming to collect you." 


"What's the plan?" Jessie asked. 


"Sisters," Fiona was back to her Marilyn Monroe persona, 
“The Fiona Five are going home on a private jet." 


Both Ayla and | raised our eyebrows at that, while Jessie 
smirked suspiciously. 


"A private jet?" | asked. 
"Here in Los Cabos?" Jessie asked. 
"Yes," Fiona posed, "We're going home in style." 


“Turns out a company my daddy works for," Olivia 
explained, "Hired a jet to bring some clients here from 
Houston. And it turns out they have to pick up clients in 
Vancouver tomorrow, so Seattle is one the way for them." 


"Wow," | said, "I've never flown on a private jet before." 
"| did once," Ayla said, "When Brenda was still with us." 


"Yeah," Olivia responded, "Back when she was thinner. So 
was | right?" 


Ayla sighed, "Yes Olivia, you were right. She's let herself go." 


"This entire trip," Olivia smiled, "Was worth it just to hear 
Ayla Zhen admit | was right about something." 


"Enjoy it while it lasts," Ayla said in a very sarcastic manner. 


"Well," Jessie joked with her, "It IS a leap-year, she's bound 
to be right once every four years." 


"If we're done with the juvenile discussion," Fiona really was 
back to normal, "Let us get our bags check and board 
Fiona’'s Five-Star Jet." 


Fiona’'s Five-Star Jet... wow, bad puns meant Fiona was in a 
really good mood. That made me feel better. 


"Yeah we need to move," Olivia looked at the clock in the 
airport, "The captain said it's supposed to rain later, so the 
sooner we leave the better." 


"It's raining in Seattle?" Ayla asked sarcastically, "I'm 
shocked." 


When we got in this small private jet, Ayla and | were both 
thinking ‘well, this will at least be a nice way to finish up the 
trip and spend 6 hours.' Fiona was right, come home in 
style! Jessie was very impressed with the alcohol selection, 
and the lone flight attendant even dressed in a 60s-style 
uniform, complete with white gloves. | guess she got the 
memo. Even Olivia had almost nothing negative to say 
about the plane. It must have been really spectacular. 


"Ms. Winston," The flight attendent smiled, "It's an honor to 
welcome you on this airplane. My name is Dana. If you or 
your friends need anything, | would be more than happy to 
oblige." 


The captain and his co-pilot came back to introduce 
themselves, and Dana gave the obligatory safety 
demonstration: 


"In the unlikely event of an emergency landing, please 
review the safety card for how to brace for impact." 


Ironically, none of us really paid much attention to it, just 
wishing she'd hurry up and get on with it so we could drink. 


The first hour was pretty fun. The view from my window was 
really cool. Dana brought us all drinks and snacks. Ayla 
decided to play DJ and play some Pop Rocks songs. Fiona 
and Jessie were just happy they was allowed to smoke on 
this plane. Fiona decided to address us all: 


"My sisters," She said, "For all our ups and downs on this 
trip, | love you all... with reservations of course." 


| didn't know why at the time, but | really looked closely at 
Fiona then and there. | Know I've said this so many times, 
but she was just so beautiful. From her hair, to her figure, to 
her smile, to her legs, to those ever-present gloves, she was 
the most stunning woman to ever grace the planet. And we 
were all with her at this moment. 


After the initial excitement, we all decided to take a quick 
nap. Once we woke up and still had about an hour to go, we 
were restless again. It also turned very gloomy and cloudy. 
Yup, we getting closer to Seattle. They were right about this 
storm. Dana was kind enough to keep up entertained and 
join in our discussion. 


"| just have to know," Dana asked, having engaged in more 
conversations with us, "Why do you all wear those matching 
gloves?" 


Fiona went into her whole spiel about what the gloves 
represented and such. Eventually Dana had to go check with 
the pilots, maybe she was just getting tired of Fiona's 
rambling. And she didn't stop really... 


Until the storm hit us. 


"Folks," The Captain's voice came on, "We've caught the 
edge of a storm in our descent. We're gonna try to get 
through it as smoothly as possible. We do apologize for the 


turbulence. Please keep your seat-belts fastened. Dana, 
take your seat as well please." 


"Everyone," Dana told us walking to the back, "Stay 
fastened, this may be a bumpy ride." 


"A storm?" Fiona seemed a little freaked out. 

"It's all right," | heard Olivia's voice. 

As | tried to calm myself down, Ayla pat my head: 
"Don't worry baby. I'm here, okay?" 


But suddenly, the rumbling began to get worse. A bottle fell 
to the ground and broke, and | started breathing heavier. 


"Oh my God!" | heard Fiona yell out. 


"| feel like I'm gonna be sick," | yelled out as well. Ayla held 
me tighter. 


"Easy everyone," Jessie spoke trying to calm us down. She 
looked to the seat next to her Knowing that Shiho was 
supposed to be sitting there. It must have been ironic that 
Shiho had left our trip before this terrifying plane ride, but 
Jessie somehow wanted her there all the same. 


Another horrible turbulent jolt shook the plane. It felt like 
the plane dropped slightly. This time all of us screamed in 
one form or another. There was no announcement from the 
pilots which meant they were trying in vain to fly us through 
this storm. The worst part was the silence. Fiona, Olivia, 
even Jessie, no one said anything. | wished someone, 
anyone would say something, my heart was racing. Ayla 
was breathing heavily too. | put my face against her's: 


"Ayla," | said loud enough so she could hear me, "I love 
you." 


There was brief pause, but Ayla spoke to me, "I love you too 
Kelsey, more than anything. That's the truth." 


| guess with all that had happened, even in the hours before 
we took this flight with Ayla meeting up with Brenda, if was 
important to let each other know how much we loved each 
other. She kissed me on the lips. 


“But don't freak out, we're gonna be okay. All right? Just sit 
back." 


| let go of her and sat back in my chair but kept hold of her 
hand. 


"Don't let go of my hand, okay?" | begged her. 
"| never will." 

"Never again!" | begged her to say 

"Never again!" She said. 


And then, following another jolt of a rumble, that's when one 
of the engines blew up and | could see it smoking out my 
window. My voice yelled on instinct: 


"Engine's smoking! THE ENGINE'S SMOKING!" 


The cabin start to drop on it's side, the side where the 
engine had failed. My head and body fell against the aircraft 
wall. Ayla dropped on top of me. Suddenly all hell broke 
loose. We were all screaming, the plane was losing altitude. 
| thought to myself, we are about to die. 


It's strange, for a brief moment | was trying to convince 
myself that maybe my drink had been spiked again and | 
was having another acid trip. Or maybe | was having one of 
those acid flashbacks | had heard about. This was certainly 
giving me the same feeling | had back at Niagara Falls. | 
really was hoping that's what it was. But then, somehow in 
this chaos, | felt Ayla hold me and yell into my ear. That's 
when | realized this was no hallucination. We really were 
about to go down in this plane. | could make out what Ayla 
was Saying even in the deafening noise. 


"Kelsey!" She cried, "I love you more than anything! I'm so 
sorry baby. | never meant to hurt you! | never meant to 
make you feel inferior to Brenda or guilt-trip you for 
anything! | promise to be better! If all you want to do from 
now on is just cuddle, that's fine! I'll marry you! If you want 
to have a baby, I'll support you and be by your side! I'll 
never let go of you!" 


| couldn't even respond. | could barely breathe. | couldn't 
even really move because Ayla had reached over and 
wrapped her arms around my body, like she was going to 
shield me from the impact. 


It was only a matter of time now. | think | saw my life flash 
before my eyes. 


"ALL | WANTED!" | heard Fiona scream, "WAS A VACATION 
WITH THE FIONA FIVE!" 


And then | heard Olivia say, "Fiona no!" 


That's the last voice | heard before the plane crashed. 


| don't know how to describe a plane crash. It was loud, but 
at the same time there was silence. The impact was violent, 
but | almost didn't feel any pain. Nonetheless, the plane 
crashed into a field outside of Kent, WA. 


But | didn't die... | mean think about it, if | died, | wouldn't 
be writing the story, now would I? 


The first thing | noticed is we at least landed on the right- 
side up. | was still in my seat only in the 'brace-for-impact' 
position. My seat-belt was still on (I will never take the flight 
Staff's orders to keep my seatbelt on for granted again). The 
wind was knocked out of me, so | couldn't breathe properly 
just yet. It was when my lungs started doing their job again 
that | felt pain and the my hearing began to slowly come 
back. | could feel a cut on my face, a bruise on my side, 
maybe one or two other notable injuries. They hurt, but 
considering | just survived a plane crash, | was lucky. No 
broken bones, no head trauma, nothing like that. 


Why was this? Why had | survived with minor injuries? 
Because of Ayla. She had indeed used her body as a shield. 
Ayla saved my life. 


Ayla... 


"Ayla?" | finally managed to shout out to her, still on top of 
me. 


It was the greatest relief in the world that she groaned and 
started moving her head. It's once she started moving her 
arms that she yelped in main and recoiled back in her chair. 


"Oh God!" She yelled, "My arm!" 


Her left arm, which was still gloved, didn't look good. Maybe 
the glove saved her from some scrapes, but it looked 


dislocated. Before | could check it, we both realized that 
smoke and fire were still an issue, even if there was rain 
coming down on the wrecked plane. The sound of sirens 
could be heard in the distance, so help was at least on the 
way. 


"We gotta get out of this plane," | eyed the emergency exits. 


On cue, both of us looked to Jessie who was also awake, 
though her body seemed to be in a bad position. 


"Jessie?" | sooke for Ayla, "Can you move?" 


Jessie tried to maneuver herself, but then she let out a 
blood-curdling scream and held her neck. She was clearly 
much more severely injured than us. We had to get her out 
of there. 


The sirens, sounds of an ambulance and firetruck, were 
getting louder between the raindrops. And smoke was 
becoming more apparent. 


It took some doing to unbuckle my seatbelt: 
"Fiona?" | yelled out to her. 

No answer. 

"Olivia?" | yelled to her. 

No answer. 

Oh God. 


With Ayla still in trauma from her arm and Jessie crying in 
pain, | had to get up myself and check on them. Olivia was 
in her seat, and looked relatively unharmed. Maybe a few 
scratches like | had. Instead she was trembling, in shock. It 


was understandable, she just survived a plane crash, but 
there was something more. She had seen something she 
never wanted to see in her life. 


Fiona was not in her seat. Fiona was not in any seat. 


When | got up, | saw Fiona lying on the ground a couple rows 
back. | moved closer to get a better look at her body. 


| wish | hadn't. 
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The whole thing is a blur to me. 


From the moment the engine burst into flames to when | 
woke up on a stretcher in a hospital outside of Seattle (I was 
so close to being home) my memory has completely blocked 
everything that happened. Maybe it was head-trauma. | was 
just thankful to be alive. My left arm hurt worse than any 
daredevil accident | suffered as a reckless child. | think 
Brenda's glove actually softened the blow. | didn't have any 
nerve-damage, but there were torn ligaments and plenty of 
cuts. 


| was awake when they started to cut Brenda's left glove off 
of my hand. Because of the wounds, just pulling the tight 
glove off wasn't an option.| was also so weak | couldn't even 
beg them not to cut it off. It was all | had left of her. 
Everything was difficult to see because | lost my glasses in 
the crash, but | watched the nurse cut my glove in half and 
Slowly peel it away. It was so heartbreaking to see, | didn't 
even pay attention to the pain | suffered from moving my 
arm. Well, actually | did, it was incredibly painful. The whole 
procedure was painful. 


Maybe an hour or so later, | don't really Know how long | was 
in there, my doctor, Dr. Kitzugawa, was gushing about how 


lucky | was. | guess the pilots had radioed for an ambulance 
to get to the exact coordinates we crashed at before it even 
happened because apparently, they were there fast. It also 
helped that it was raining so we didn't burn to death. And 
aside from my arm, and some whiplash from my head and 
neck, the rest of my injuries weren't anything serious. A cut 
here, a bruise here, etc. While my arm had been stitched up 
and was about to be put in a splint, he was discussing 
options for putting it in a cast. | couldn't help but tell him | 
needed to wear gloves at all times. | even made up 
something about me having OCD. They still had my other 
blue leather glove that came off my undamaged hand. | told 
him | needed that on immediately so a nurse got it and put 
it back on my hand. Now only one of Brenda's gloves were 
left. As for my damaged arm, they actually had an option to 
put a black latex wrist length glove over my left hand, which 
they admitted would help keep pressure on it, and the wrest 
of my arm would be covered by a sling. The cast covered 
everything else. 


Jesus, | was in a plane crash, | broke my arm, and | just 
spent an entire paragraph talking about how important it 
was that | was wearing gloves again. | really am insane, 
aren't 1? ... Actually, who am | kidding, | just survived a 
plane crash. | can be as crazy and unreasonable as | want 
goddammit! 


The best part was finally being able to see my girl. | walked 
around the corner to the waiting room and saw my Kelsey 
sitting down, with a few bandages here and there. She was 
still wearing that torn up purple dress and her purple gloves. 
Kelsey saw me and shot up. She ran towards me. 


"Ayla!" She cried and wrapped her arms around me. 


| winced in pain, "Watch my arm, watch my arm." 


"Oh sorry," She said. 
"Nah I'm just kidding," | smiled at her. 
Kelsey frowned at me, "Don't do that!" 


"But seriously though," | told her, "Be careful with my arm, 
it's pretty bad." 


She softly put her hands on my cast, "What did the doctor 
say?" 


"They said about 10 weeks," | told her, "And some physical 
therapy. But all things considered, this isn't so bad. They 
even had this sexy latex glove | get to wear for as long as 
I'm in this cast," | wiggled my fingers to show her, but it 
actually hurt so | stopped. 


"My baby," She said almost sobbing now. 
"How are you?" | asked, Knowing she was fine, lucky her. 


“Nothing broken, nothing serious. Just need to take it easy 
for a while." 


"How is everyone else?" 


Kelsey sighed and took a seat. | decided to sit with her. This 
couldn't be good news. 


"Well," She said shivering, "Both of the pilots died on 
impact." 


| was so focused on how | was doing and how Kelsey was 
doing, | forgot to realize that if the plane went head first into 
the ground, the pilots couldn't have possibly made it out. It 
was a horrible thing to realize that two people | knew, even 
for a brief moment, died in such a horrible way. In fact, they 


probably saved our lives by steering the plane in whatever 
way to soften the blow. 


"You didn't see the front of the plane, did you?" Kelsey said. 
"No." 


Kelsey shuttered again. | would have hugged her had my 
arm not been in a sling. 


"Who else?" | asked. 


"| don't know what happened to Dana, she was carried off in 
a stretcher like all of us. Jessica is in surgery right now. | 
think she broke her neck and had some spinal chord 
injuries." 


"Oh Jesus!" | shuttered. | started to vaguely remember 
Jessie's broken figure sitting on the wrecked plane. | began 
to feel my eyes water, "Can we go see her?" 


"Not while she's in surgery," Kelsey said. 
Right, | nodded, how stupid of me. 


“But her parents are here, they're with the doctor. Her father 
said she's in good hands." 


"Good," | said, "What about-" | didn't finish my thought. 


That's when Kelsey began to stare at the wall and slip into 
darkness. | could see it in her face. Something was wrong. | 
was terrified of what she was about to say: 


"Olivia came in here earlier to check on me, she's... fine. 
She probably came out of this with the least amount of 
injuries," Kelsey hesitated. 


"Well that's good," | said looking at her. And then | knew 
what the problem was. | didn't ask at first. We just sat in 
silence. Eventually | just said, "Fiona?" 


Kelsey really did look like a deer lost in headlights. She 
wouldn't look at me. She didn't cry, she didn't smile, she 
didn't seem to show any discernible emotion: 


"Did you see her on that plane Ayla?" She asked me ina 
lower register | even heard her speak in. 


"I-" | replied, "| honestly don't remember anything." 


"| will never forget that image for as long as | live. And so 
help me God, | never want to see a human being like that 
again." 


As much as | wanted to ask details of what she was talking 
about, | thought it best not to ask. Besides, the reality was 
starting to set in. | was shaking heavily. 


"Is she-" | could barely breathe, "Is she dead?" 
Kelsey looked to me, "I honestly don't know." 


| immediately shot up, leaving Kelsey behind and started 
back down the hall where | had been. | found one of the 
nurses who had worked on me: 


"Ms. Zhen," She asked, "Is everything okay?" 
"Where is Fiona Winston?" | asked, "I'm like her sister." 


“Ms. Winston," The nurse explained very matter-of-fact like, 
"Is in critical care right now. Her wife is with her as well." 


Her wife must have meant Olivia. 


"So she's alive?" | asked, almost relieved to hear. 


"One of our top surgeons is doing everything he can," She 
told me, "In fact, Dr. Kizugawa just went down there as well 
to assist. I'm sorry | don't have more information, and... well 
honestly, | think the staff has their hands full with her wife 
at the moment. The best thing you could do at his point," 
She put her arm on my side, "Is go home and rest. Your 
friend outside said she was waiting for you?" 


"Yeah," | said, taking in deep breaths, "What about Jessica 
Perez? Is she okay?" 


The nurse had to think about it for a minute, but 
remembered, "Yes, her operation should go very smoothly. 
Please go rest Ms. Zhen." 


“Thank you," | told her and walked back to the waiting room. 


Waiting to tell Kelsey what | had just heard, | saw a large 
group of people now surrounding her. Hugging Kelsey was 
her dad, full of such relief to see his daughter. Kelsey too 
was hugging him tightly. Then next to him | saw my parents. 


"Ayla!" They both said in unison and ran towards me trying 
to grab hold of my body. 


"Watch the arm!" | told them as my mom slobbered all over 
me. | can't remember the last time she did that. 


"You're okay," My mom began to calm down, "I got that call, 
| was So afraid." 


“Where's your doctor at?" Dad said, "I want to talk to him." 


"Dad," | said aloud trying to escape my mother's clutches, 
"He's busy. He said my arm will heal in a couple months." 


"| should still get a copy of the x-rays and everything." 
"Oh... my... God!" Another voice said coming towards me. 


| Knew that was Ashley, Kelsey and my mutual friend since 
high school. She was even wearing black gloves, as she 
often did when hanging out with Kelsey and I. As always, 
she was accompanied by Tom, the stoner friend who was 
now spotting a full beard and no gloves at all. | broke away 
from mom and gave Ashley a kiss on the cheek: 


"How are you Ashley?" 


"How am |?" She responded in that high tone of voice of 
her's, "You just survived a plane crash and have an arm 
Sling!" 


"Yeah," Tom spoke up too, "When they say in the 
announcements ‘we'll be landing shortly' that's really not 
what | usually have in mind." 


"TOM!" Both Ashley and Kelsey scolded him at the same 
time. 


But | actually started laughing. | can't help it, it was funny. 
"I'm stealing that one Tom." 


Mr. Greenberg also gave me a light hug, "I'm glad you're 
okay dear. | heard you held onto Kelsey when the plane was 
going down. You might have saved her life." | could almost 
feel like he was about to shed a tear. 


When | looked at Kelsey, she smiled at me the best she 
could, considering the ordeal we went through. 


Both of us gave them an update on Jessie and the still 
unknown fate of Fiona. My parents said they wanted to get 
me home so | could rest. Mr. Greenberg said the same. 
Neither one of us wanted to leave, feeling we owed it to 
both Jessie and Fiona to stay behind and stay with them. But 
the truth was it was late, and we both felt like we had been 
awake all summer. Kelsey texted Olivia and told her we were 
on our way home. 


The elevator down, Ashley couldn't stop asking questions 
about what it was like to survive a plan crash. Poor Kelsey 
had to answer everything. The parking lot is where we were 
to separate. My parents were insistent that | go home with 
them, while Kelsey thought it best she stay with her dad. | 
protested because | wanted to stay with my girlfriend, but to 
be fair, we hadn't seen our parents all summer and they 
were worried to death about us. Ashley said she would room 
with Kelsey for the night and keep her company. | asked all 
parents and friends to give Kelsey and | a minute. 


"You'll be okay," Kelsey told me holding my free hand, "You 
need to be with your parents right now anyway." 


"| know," | looked down, "I just... | really wish we didn't have 
to be away from each other right now." 


Kelsey put her forehead against mine, "You said some things 
to me in the heat of the moment. Not sure if you 
remember." 


| tried to think about what | said to her as we were going 
down. | know | was screaming to her, comforting her, but | 
was struggling to remember exactly what | said. 


"Maybe | shouldn't bring it up." 


"It's okay," | told her, "But don't tell me. Because honestly 
baby, anything | said to you, even in the heat of the 
moment, everything would be true." 


Kelsey sighed in relief, "Ayla," She kissed me. 
“Get a room you two!" 
"TOM!" Everyone else scolded him at the same time. 


My parents couldn't stop talking about what happened. They 
kept asking questions. Who's idea was it to take a private 
jet? My parents had never been very intrusive in my life, 
which | always preferred, but now they were extremely 
overprotective. | guess | can't blame them. Their daughter 
could have died. As soon as we got home, | told them all | 
wanted to do was go to bed, and even that took some 
convincing. 


| was finally back in my own bed. | should have just conked 
out right away, but | couldn't. | was alone. The entire time | 
sat there, | kept wishing Kelsey was with me. She at least 
had Ashley there to lull her to sleep with her incessant 
chatter, but | was by myself... again. | was reminded of 
when | came back from that trip around the world after 
Brenda had left. The difference, aside from the fact that we 
all went down in an airplane, was that back then | knew | 
would see The Fiona Five again a day or so. Jessie and Olivia 
would be arguing as always and Fiona would just be 
standing around showing off her royal-like status. This time, 
| was scared | would never see Fiona again. And even if 
Jessie's injuries weren't fatal, | was scared for her too. | 
couldn't even cry, | was just struck with grief. 


And then there was the realization that all of this was 
completely my fault. Even though Jessie and Olivia forced 
me to let it go, | just had to go see Brenda for my own 


selfish needs. | still resented that the three of them kept it 
from me, but | had to take responsibility for my actions. | 
was a terrible person for this, and my friends suffered 
because of it. 


Whether | did get some sleep that night or not, | can't tell. 
But the next morning, Kelsey, Ashley and | were determined 
to go back to the hospital and check in on our friends. 
Getting dressed and showering with my arm in a sling was a 
chore. It was also interesting to know that this black latex 
glove | had over my damaged hand couldn't come off. But 
my blue leather glove | decided to remove, being the only 
one | had left of Brenda, | didn't want anything to happen to 
it. Brenda's blue glove went in my drawer, almost it's own 
place. To match the latex glove, | picked out a pair of black 
leather gloves and had my mom draw it on my arm. In fact, 
| was mostly wearing black in respect for the pilots who died 
in this crash... and maybe even Fiona. In fact, Ashley was 
wearing black gloves as well, probably to impress the rest of 
The Fiona Five. And if it wasn't for my parents having to 
work that day, they would have insisted on coming along, 
but instead Kelsey's dad drove us. 


The first thing | noticed when we got to the same hospital is 
how many people were there. | recognized at least a couple 
of them as Jessie's relatives, her cousins. They greeted me 
and were so touched that we came to visit our friend, even 
after having sustained injuries of our own. As much as | 
wanted to talk to them, | needed to go see Jessie. 


Jessie's room was pretty crowded, so her parents moved her 
to a bigger room, donating to the hospital for their troubles. 
The nurse took the three of us in to see her. At the moment, 
her parents and her older sister, and | believe her aunt too, 
were all in the room with her. 


As for Jessica herself... well she was alive and conscious, | 
can say that. She had a broken neck and even severe spinal 
chord injuries. While the operation was successful, Jessie 
was wearing a halo vest, with those bars keeping her head 
up, and her neck was completely covered in bandages. Her 
right arm was also in a cast like mine was, including on an 
IV, while her left arm was free to wave hello to me, naturally 
with her trusted red glove on. There were other bandages 
I'm sure, but just how she looked at the moment, it was 
heartbreaking to see. Jessie had been my best friend since 
middle school so she was the closest thing | had to a real 
sister. It made me sad. 


"Oh my God," Ashley came forward holding flowers, "Jessie 
how are you?" 


Jessie's eyes were pointing to the halo vest bars around her 
head, still in that sarcastic Jessica Perez way of 
communicating. 


"Hi girls," Jessie's mom spoke for her, "It hurts for her to 
talk, so right now she's just giving thumbs up or thumbs 
down." 


Jessica did in fact give a thumbs down with her free hand. 
But then she pointed to my arm. 


"Yeah," | held it up showing off my injury, "Ten weeks ina 
cast, should be okay afterwards." 


She held up her broken arm showing off that she had the 
same thing. 


"Jessie," Her mom said leaning closer to her, "Do you want 
some time alone with your friends?" 


A thumbs up from Jessica was a welcomed sight for me. | 
liked seeing Jessie's parents, but | did want a minute alone 
with her with just me, Kelsey and Ashley. While her parents 
were very liberal, she always preferred that we were more 
conservative around them. Jessie's mom came towards me 
and gave me a kiss on the cheek: 


"It's so kind of you to visit Ayla," She told me, "How are you 
feeling?" 


“Hanging in there," | told her. 


She lightly touched my arm and wished me the best. As she 
gave Kelsey a hug her father and aunt greeted me as well. 


Soon enough, we were alone, so | went to Jessie's side. 
"Well," | told her, "We made it." 


"You know," Ashley spoke up, "Kelsey and | were surprised 
to read on the internet that surviving a plane crash is 
actually much more common than you expect." 


"Well," Kelsey said, "You were reading it and just kept telling 
me all these facts and figures. | frankly kept telling you not 
to." 


Jessie didn't really pay attention to them and made a little 
kissy face with her mouth, and | knew exactly what that 
meant. Kelsey and Ashley noticed it to. | looked over to 
Kelsey, asking for permission with my eyes. After an initial 
hesitation, probably confused by what was going on, she 
nodded her head in acceptance. So | very carefully leaned 
forward onto the hospital bed, taking care not to injury my 
own arm, and gave her a very soft peck on the lips. She 
smiled at that. 


"Jessie I'm sorry," | told her, "It's all my fault. If | didn't go 
see Brenda-" 


Jessie closed her eyes and waved her hand, meaning she 
didn't want me to beat myself up. But | couldn't help it. 


"Ayla | told you," Kelsey said holding onto me, "What 
happened wasn't your fault. The flight before us could have 
gone down too. And the pilots were going back anyway, so 
they would have flown through the storm regardless. It was 
just a terrible thing that happened." 


"Yeah," Ashley said, "All three of you are alive and together 
right now. That's what's important. Olivia too." 


That's when Jessie opened her mouth. She was trying to say 
something. 


"Jessie," | told her, "Don't speak, you don't want to hurt 
yourself." 


But she did anyway. | could see her throat will irritating her, 
but she managed to whisper: "Fiona... where's Fiona?" 


And she winced in pain. | grabbed her hand hoping it would 
somehow help. Regardless, the question had been asked, 
which we were avoiding. Ashley and | could only look at 
Kelsey. She had to be the bearer of bad news. There was no 
getting around it now. Jessie had risked injury to her throat 
to know the fate of her friend. Kelsey sighed and sat down 
across from Jessie. She locked eyes with her. 


"Jessie," She spoke slowly, "Fiona's in a coma." 


Jessie closed her eyes and frowned immediately, but Kelsey 
continued: 


"She wasn't in her seat when the plane crashed, | guess she 
tried to unbuckle herself in a panic," Immediately tears 
escaped her eyes, but she wasn't really crying. She carried 
on telling the story as if they weren't there, "Massive head 
trauma... vital organs damaged... her body..." 


Ashley really began crying hearing all this. Meanwhile | 
resisted squeezing Jessie's hand too hard as much as | 
wanted to. 


"Olivia said," Kelsey continued now finally succumbing to 
her sobbing, "The doctors did everything they could... 
they're keeping her alive with machines... but... they don't 
expect her to wake up." 


By now Jessie was crying heavily and she was in pain for it. 
All three of us went over to her and put our arms around her 
as best we could. Aside from Olivia, Jessie knew Fiona longer 
than any of us. It must have been the worst news ever to 
hear that her old friend was now in this condition and that 
she couldn't even get up and see her. 


After our visit with Jessie, it was time to see Fiona. While 
there were tons of family members in line to visit Jessica 
Perez, Fiona Winston had two: her mother, and Olivia, her 
self-appointed wife. There were tons and tons of flowers in 
her room, plenty of cards on the shelves, music playing, but 
no one else. Her father wasn't there. When we walked in, 
her mother was by her bed reading her a book, some 
children's book that perhaps she used to read her as a child. 
Olivia was down from the bed seated at a chair against the 
wall. She was just staring at her girlfriend. 


As for Fiona herself... it was heartbreaking to say the least. 
Her unconscious body was tilted up at an angle. There were 
SO Many wires, SO many tubes, so many bandages, it didn't 


look like Fiona. Her hair was a mess, there was no makeup 
on her. Some baggy hospital gown covered her. The only 
thing Fiona-like she wore was a Short pair of white gloves. 
She couldn't have worn her opera gloves because of the IVs 
and tubes in her arms. At least Ashley hadn't seen her back 
on the plane. 


"Oh my God," Ashley whispered. 


| didn't say anything, because | didn't want to upset her 
mom. But Ashley was right. It was a horrific sight. 


"Hi girls," Her mom smiled, "So nice of you to visit." She 
leaned forward and spoke to Fiona, "Fiona, your friends are 
here." 


Fiona didn't answer. 


| didn't really Know what to do, so | waved and said "Hi 
Fiona." 


She didn't answer. 


"Actually," Kelsey said, "She doesn't look as bad as | 
expected her to." 


A weird comment to make but | could tell how nervous 
Kelsey was. And she was probably right. | grabbed Kelsey's 
hand. 


"Um," Ashley pulled out some flowers nervously with her 
black gloved hands, "Flowers... for..." 


"Aw," Fiona's mom took the flowers with her bare hands, 
“How nice of you um... I'm sorry | don't know if know you as 
well." 


"I'm Ashely," She said, "Um... mostly friends with Kelsey and 
Ayla... and Jessica... But | like Fiona too... Nice to meet you 
Ms. Winston." 


"Ohhh," Ms. Winston gushed, "Your part of the family dear," 
She walked over to a place where there about a dozen 
bouquets of flowers, "Now let's see, where will these go?" 


While she was making a decision about the decoration of 
the hospital room, Kelsey walked over to Olivia and put her 
hand on her shoulder. Up until then, Olivia had not moved a 
muscle or reacted at all. She just stared at Fiona's 
unconscious body as if looking away would force her to lose 
her life. 


"Olivia," Kelsey knelt down next to her, "How are you?" 


She didn't answer right away, and was still staring at Fiona. 
When she finally did, "That's a really stupid question." 


Well, she was still Olivia, and none of us could really blame 
her for acting that way. Fiona's mother on the other head: 


"Now Olivia," She said in a motherly way, "Be nice. Your 
friends came to visit you and Fiona." Her mother looked to 
all of us and said, "If you excuse me, | should leave you all 
alone. I'm so backed up on paperwork, answering emails, for 
obvious reasons, | should get back to that. But be sure to 
talk to Fiona and tell her you love her. The Doctor's say 
positive encouragement might help." 


Fiona's mom patted her head, "I'll be right back my 
princess." 


Kelsey and | gave our regards to her mom and Ashley said it 
was nice meeting her. That just left us with Olivia and... well 
| guess | can't say Fiona because, despite what kind of lies 


the doctors told her mom, | doubted she could hear us. | 
went to her and held her hand. It really was too much to see 
her like this. Kelsey meanwhile gave Olivia a hug. Olivia 
didn't hug back but stayed glued to her girlfriend's bed. 


"Did her father come visit?" Kelsey asked. 


There was a long sigh and hesitation before Olivia finally 
answered, "Of course not." 


"Fiona," | bent down before her, so saddened by her state of 
being, "This is all my fault." | started crying, "I'm so sorry!" 


"Ayla," Kelsey said to me without letting go of Olivia, "Don't 
say that. | keep telling you it's no one's fault." 


"Actually it kind of is her fault," Olivia said aloud in a very 
matter-of-fact tone. 


| really broke down at that point. But Ashley decided to 
speak up: 


"You know, miracles do happen," She smiled as best she 
could, "And | know one day Fiona will wake up-" 


"Oh shut up!" Olivia snapped at her before she could finish 
and looked right at her, "Jesus you're worse than Kelsey, 
whatever your name is." She looked back to her girlfriend, 
"Fiona is not going to wake up. Even if there was some 
chance that her brain could magically overcome her body's 
ailments, she will never allow it. Fiona Winston ina 
wheelchair? Not able to speak or wipe her own ass? Forget 
it!" 


"Don't say that Fiona," Kelsey said to her, "You know-" 


"I'll say whatever | want Kelsey!" She screamed at her, | 
actually got up, afraid she would do something to my 
girlfriend, but she clearly just needed to vent, "I was there 
and watched her body fly out of the seat." 


"| saw her too Olivia," Kelsey told her, "I can't get that image 
out of my mind." 


“Then you know!" Olivia said now allowing tears to come 
down. She looked back to Fiona, "Look, I'd give my vital 
organs if it meant she could live again, but that's not an 
option. | checked already." Olivia reached forward and 
grabbed her girlfriend's foot, "| Know we fought on this trip, | 
know what Shiho said about Fiona was true. But | don't care. 
| loved her. What do | do if | lose her? Whether she dies or 
just stays in this coma for the rest of her life. What do | do?" 


| was standing by Ashley, who was now sobbing heavily. | 
held onto her. Kelsey was the only other person who could 
ever talk sense into her. By now Olivia had leaned forward 
with her eyes closed. Kelsey leaned forward with her and 
grabbed her hand: 


"| asked that same question when my mom died Olivia," She 
said, "My dad did too. | felt lost, | felt like | couldn't go on 
without her." 


Now both Ashley and | went closer towards her. Ashley held 
Kelsey's shoulder. She had been there with her when her 
mom died and knew all about it. 


"It really wasn't until | joined The Fiona Five," Kelsey said, 
"That | felt like | had support again. Fiona brought together 
this unlikely group of friends." She looked to me, "Ayla, me, 
Jessie... she may be recovering in a hospital bed down the 
hall as well, but she'll be okay. You also have your friends 
from New Jersey you can always call: Alicia, Roxanne." 


"Alicia called me," Olivia sat up and took a deep breath, 
"They said they're gonna try to come out to Seattle soon. | 
told them I'd take care of the flights. In fact Alicia's even 
trying to get in contact with Eileen and let know, but | 
wouldn't hold my breath if | never hear from her." 


"Shiho visited her ex-girlfriend," | sooke up, "When she was 
in trouble, despite Jessie's objections." 


"Right Sarah," Olivia said, "| need to get in touch with her as 
well." 


"You see," Kelsey smiled and stood up, "I Know this is a 
tragedy. Maybe Ashley's right, you have to keep up hope 
that a miracle could happen. But if it doesn't, we all need to 
be there for each other." 


| was really emotional hearing my sweet beautiful girlfriend 
speak the way she did. She was our light. In all the darkness 
that happened on this trip, even when caused by Kelsey 
herself, she was still our conscious, our guiding light. | loved 
her so much, | hugged her and kissed her. 


Suddenly a chime came from Olivia's phone. She picked it 
up and read it silently and she gasped. 


"What?" Kelsey asked. 


"Alicia sent me a text forwarded from Eileen," Olivia read it, 
"Hi Alicia. | am so sorry to hear this. This in indeed terrible 
news and | cannot imagine how Olivia must feel right now. 
Please give her my love and tell her | will be in contact with 
her soon. Let me know when you and Roxy plan on going to 
Seattle and | will try to make it as well. Can we see if 
Summer or Ranch can make it too? Have a Princeton Psych 
reunion?" 


Kelsey smiled at that. Olivia would have a reunion with her 
friends. 


"All right Fiona," Olivia said to her, "My friends are coming to 
visit your stupid face whether you like it or not!" 


Fiona still didn't answer. 


| held onto Kelsey. We shared a look at that moment. It 
seemed like whatever problems we were having in our 
relationship no longer mattered. We were together back in 
Seattle, alive and well enough to hold each other, and that 
was enough. 


Seeing Fiona like this was difficult, but it was necessary. We 
were her friends and maybe... just maybe... she could 
somehow hear us. 


Chapter 34 


FIONA FIVE AROUND THE WORLD 

By Sailor Jane & Glee-Chan 

CHAPTER 34 - Unknown Location 

FIONA 

| don't know where | am. | do not Know how | got here. 


| have been walking the sands of this beach for the longest 
time. | have watched the sun set on the ocean and rise 
again over the cliffs. | haven't slept, | haven't eaten, | 
haven't dranken any water, and somehow | do not feel 
lethargic or famished. | am in a trance as my bare feet 
clench the soft watery sands of this endless beach, step by 
step. At the moment, | am wearing my most beautiful pink 
gown with my perfect pink leather gloves. My hair sways in 
the wind ever so gently. 


There is no end to this beach in sight. Some ways back, | 
could see in the distance where the cliffs curve off to the 
side, obscuring the path ahead. Once | came around that 
path, there is only more beach. The endless cliffs that run 
parallel to the ocean are far too steep and jagged to climb. 
How long must | keep walking this path? 


Now, just as the sun hangs over the ocean, falling into a 
layer of white clouds that seem to rise from the ocean, | 
finally see someone. | have not seen someone for the 
longest time. She is a dark-haired girl sitting on a beach 
blanket in the distance. She is dressed in white. Perhaps | 


have finally found someone who can answer all my 
questions. In a burst of energy, | run towards her. 


"Hello?" | yell, my voice sore from not having spoken for 
hours, "Excuse me." 


As | get closer, | see this girl's face. She is asian of some 
kind with tan skin and her eyes reveal themselves to be 
green. And | am relieved to see she is wearing opera-length 
white gloves with her simple white gown. She also has white 
stockings with no shoes. Who is this girl? Once | come 
closer, she smiles. 


"Hello Fiona," She says in English with a perfect American 
accent. She is beautiful, perhaps the most beautiful Asian 
woman I've ever met. 


| stare at her and hold my chest, "How do you know my 
name?" 


"Sit with me," She pats the beach blanket with her beautiful 
white gloves. 


| am nervous to sit next to her. | do not know this person. | 
don't know how she knows me. But there is no one else here 
and | am desperate for company. So | slowly sit down. It 
actually feels good to sit down. The energy she is emitting is 
peaceful, so | am at ease. 


"It's beautiful isn't it?" The girl looks towards the ocean. It is 
indeed like something out of a movie. 


"May | ask," | look at her, "Who you are?" 


"Oh," Maria said, "Forgive me. | Know all about you, the 
famous Fiona Winston. My name is Maria Fukui." 


My mind turns on thinking if | Know a Maria Fukui. | know 
Maria, the maid at my house, but this is not her. 


"I'm a friend of Shiho," Maria smiled, "And | guess you could 
say I've met Jessica as well." 


Suddenly | reminded of a memory, "Maria!" | point to her, 
"Are you the friend of Shiho's who died?" 


Maria smirks a little, "Mmmm, died is such a negative word. 
| like to think of it more like | entered a different world so to 
speak." 


And suddenly | am overcome with emotion. | am talking to a 
dead woman. It all comes back to me. The plane shaking, 
everyone screaming. | can't connect with how | came from 
that scary scenario to this calm, peaceful beach. 


"Does that mean..." | quiver, "That | am dead?" | hold the 
sides of my face with my gloved hands hoping | can feel 
them. 


Maria decides to grab hold of one of my hands and holds it, 
"Well, not at the moment, no." 


"Then," | look at her and my voice becomes louder, "Where 
am | Maria? What's happened to me?" 


"Fiona!" Another voice is heard from the distance. The 
clouds form some kind of shape, like something out of The 
Lion King, materializing into a figure, a feminine figure. This 
has actually happened quite a few times. The voice 
speaking is gargled and it's hard to make out what she's 
saying, but she tries. Some of the words | just can't 
decipher: 


"Fiona, I'm going with Asasasas and Kesasasas to the 
Cafetesesese to get some assesses. We'll be right back my 
love. Asesesesese..." 


And | feel something on my forehead, as if someone has 
kissed it. Then the clouds return to their normal formation. | 
don't know what that means. 


"What was that?" | ask Maria. 


"It's the world you know," She explains, "Trying to reach 
you. It's at times like these where a cell phone would really 
come in handy." 


| sigh and lean forward, letting go of Maria's hand, "Perhaps 
this is for the best," | soeak my mind, "For the longest time, 
many years in fact, I've wondered if everything would be 
easier if | ceased to exist." 


"Oh," Maria holds me, | feel the touch of her gloved hands 
which smooths my skin, "Fiona." 


"This year in particular was so stressful. My parents are 
splitting up. My girlfriend and | got in a huge fight. And as 
much as we try to patch things up, | know | am no good for 
her. My friends all hate me. | am so terrible to them all." 


"Fiona," Maria turns my head towards her, "I too have 
suffered such trauma. And you should hear what all The 
Love Letter Lovelies said about me. | think my friend Yui 
called me 'self-centered, impulsive and a pervert.' And that 
was after | died!" She laughs, "Can you imagine that?" She 
returns to looking at the ocean while holding me, "But | 
would still very much like to be with them right now." 


| too want to be with my friends right now. | enjoy Maria's 
company, but | am sad at the same time. For whatever 


reason, | can't cry or show any form of emotion. It's like | 
have no emotions at the moment. | am still. 


"Right now," She says, "You don't have to worry about your 
parents or your girlfriend or anything like that. You can relax 
and just enjoy the beach. I'll be here for as long as you need 
me to." 


“There must be something | can do," | tell her, "Someone | 
can talk to, someone | can... | don't know, bribe? | certainly 
have a lot of money, property all over the world. My mother- 


"Fiona," Maria slowly shakes her head, "The one thing you 
must understand is that money and... well, stuff... it only 
matters in the material world, the world you lived in. When 
you are detached from that, none of those material 
possession matter." 


| look around this deserted beach, "Then | take it there's no 
mall around here?" 


"Oh," Maria's eyes open, "| wish there was. We could totally 
go shopping. It would be so fun." 


| sigh and accept where | am. | decided to lie down and 
enjoy the sky. Maria lies down with me and runs her gloved 
hands along any of my bare skin showing. 


"I'm glad you are wearing gloves," | tell her, "I've always 
loved gloves." 


"| Know," She smiles looking in my eyes, "That's why | 
decided to wear them. | Knew you appreciate it. | managed 
to get Jessica not to wear gloves when | visited her and | 
think she resented it. Besides, they're sexy! I'm a sexy 
angel." 


"| was about to ask," | tell her turning on my side to face 
her, "If you were my angel? Maybe you would show me what 
life would be if | didn't exist, like IT'S A WONDERFUL LIFE." 


"No, not me," Maria smiles so cutely, "And | don't really 
want any wings. Unless of course it's the band Wings. That 
would be fun." 


"The band Wings?" | ask her confused. 


"Yeah you know," She answers, "Paul McCartney's band after 
her left The Beatles?" She begins to sing 'Band on the Run’'." 


| look around, "I'm suddenly reminded of when The Fiona 
Five dragged me to that rock concert with Shiho and all of 
Olivia's friends. | felt so out of place, and then one of the 
band members yelled at me because my father was Ralph 
Winston and ruined her career," | had to think about that for 
a minute, "I guess she was right after all." 


"In the end," Maria says, "None of that stuff matters. You 
should forgive your father for his wrong-doings. Everyone is 
human. Myself included." 


"| Suppose you're right," | tell her. 


| am unsure of my future. | am unsure of where | am going. | 
am unsure of what will happen to my friends. But right now, 
lam enjoying the quiet calm of this ocean and sky. 


"It is beautiful," | tell Maria still holding her hand." 
"Lovely," She says. 


We watch the sun go down. And as the sky begins to dark, | 
decide to close my eyes, take a deep breath, and let go of 
all the darkness that has surrounded me for the past six 


years. | don't what is going to happen to me. | don't know 
what's beyond this beach. But for now, | accept where | am 
and who | am... Fiona Winston. 


Chapter 35 


FIONA FIVE AROUND THE WORLD 
By Sailor Jane & Glee-Chan 
CHAPTER 35 - Seattle, WA, USA 
(Two months later) 

KELSEY 


With The Fiona Five's Vacation Around the World now 
seeming like a distant memory, tonight, Louis' band was 
finishing up on their own tour for an outdoor show at The 
Seattle Center. Jessie told us about it, so we rounded up the 
troops and got ourselves out there. 


By now Ayla's arm was no longer in a sling, but she still wore 
a cast to keep her arm in place. By now she had an opera- 
length latex glove on, and because we were going to a rock 
concert, she decided to go out with a matching black latex 
glove in full view for everyone. In fact, she even had a latex 
top and mini-skirt she decided to match with, along with her 
black trench coat and long boots. Topping off the look were 
her new round glasses and her roots were showing in her 
hair, as she hadn't dyed it in a while. Ayla still wanted to 
check with me before-hand wondering if this latex outfit was 
too kinky of a look. Admittedly, | thought it was too much, 
but | told her | would support her if she wanted to look like 
that. Ayla had always been one for kinky fashion and 
decided she wanted to get back to it. Honestly, | was pretty 
turned on by her look. | even asked her to help me pick out 
an outfit for the evening. She didn't get too kinky and went 
with a leather jacket, jeans, sexy boots, a choker, and black 


leather opera gloves to match Ayla's, leaving my purple 
ones at home. 


Ashley too wore black gloves, though she never really 
carried the rock-star look much. And Tom looked like... 
well... Tom. 


We also picked up Jessie, now back in her own apartment, 
but still spotting a neck-brace. She went with the red leather 
gloves as always along with that cute red bow she kept in 
her hair, but she really dressed down with a red cardigan 
and black pants. She was still self-conscious about her neck- 
brace. Olivia planned to meet us there. She had indeed 
reunited with her friends from college, all of them. 


How far from the lavish dresses we wore with Fiona around 
the world. 


Louis' concert was really rocking, and there was quite the 
crowd there. The weather was enjoyable, and the sight of 
the space needle lit up in the background was breathtaking. 
Tonight, Seattle was as beautiful as any tourist destination 
spot we saw on the Fiona Five tour, especially since | had 
my girlfriend and best friends with me. Normally, | would 
expect to see Jessie tearing up the dance-floor with her 
backflips and the like, but not this time. Jessie stayed seated 
near the bar and enjoyed the music from a distance. Ashley 
and Tom kept her company for much of the time. | did dance 
with Ayla a little, though Louis' hard rock music didn't really 
lend itself to any ballroom dancing we knew. 


When the concert ended, Louis invited us to the side of the 
stage to say hi. He really dug Ayla's outfit: 


"Ayla!" He hugged her, "Look at that outfit! We should get 
you to star in a music video." 


"I'll totally do it!" She said, "But only Kelsey can do it with 
me!" She pulled me over. 


"Oh," | held my face, "I don't want to be in the video, I'd be 
too embarrassed." 


Louis looked to Tom, and gave him a fist bump, "What do 
you think Tom? Wouldn't that make for an awesome video?" 


"It will be," Tom spoke in his monotone voice, "If you let ME 
direct it." 


"Yeah," Louis brushed him off, "That's not happening." 


"| guess you didn't consider me," Jessie crossed her arms, 
"Is it because of my brace?" 


"Well," Louis smiled, "I just thought you know it might be 
awkward... ex-girlfriend and everything." 


After that initial awkwardness, he walked towards her and 
hugged her. They hugged for a long... long time. About two 
months earlier, Louis had made arrangements to fly back to 
Seattle and visit his ex-girlfriend. | think Jessie really 
appreciated that. That's when she learned about their 
concert and invited all of us. 


"I'm so happy to see you here," He finally spoke in a more 
loving tone, "How are you feeling?" 


Jessie moved back as Louis held onto her shoulders: "I'm 
Supposed to finally get this brace off next week." 


“Que Bueno!" He said to her, "I kinda like it though, gives 
you sort of a super hero look, you Know." 


“"Mentiroso!" She slapped his cheek with her hand. 


| was cute to see Jessie and Louis together again. Even 
though the two of them were not meant to be a couple, they 
definitely still had a chemistry as friends. And with Jessie 
still not having gotten over her stint with Shiho, | think it 
was good for her to spend some time with Louis. While they 
talked, some of it in Spanish, Ayla grabbed hold of me: 


"See," She whispered in my ear, "He likes my outfit." 
Before | could respond, Louis addressed all of us: 
“Hey how is Fiona doing?" 


Nobody really wanted to answer that question. The silence 
sort of gave it all away and brought the mood down, but 
Jessie decided to bring it back: 


"Well Olivia seems to be doing better. It was good to get her 
out here." 


"Yeah," Louis looked around, "Where is she?" 


"She's with her college friends at the designated smoking 
area," Jessie explained, "| would join them, but the doctor 
said | have to quit smoking. It's been a nightmare going 
without a smoke." 


“That's good!" Louis pointed to her, "Smoking's bad for 
you." 


"Hey Louis," Tom said, "I just rolled up a bowl if you and the 
band want to smoke some?" 


"Now that," He said, "I'm into. | need to get all my gear 
anyway." He looked to us, "I'll come meet you all after we 
load up our cases. Tom, you can come with me." 


“Leaving us behind huh?" Ashley folded her arms. 


Before he could leave he awkwardly tried to say goodbye to 
Jessie and almost leaned in to kiss her, but then stopped 
himself. 


"Oh Dios Mio!" Jessie rolled her eyes, pulled his shirt and 
planted a little kiss on his lips. 


Louis couldn't help but grin like an idiot. 


“Have fun backstage blowing Tom's bowl!" Jessie smiled at 
her joke. We all laughed at that. 


Olivia was in fact in the designated smoking area with her 
college friends. We had met Summer and Ranch, though | 
never would have pictured Olivia being friends with either of 
them. It was good to see Alicia and Roxanne again. They all 
enjoyed Louis’ concert, although they both admitted it 
wasn't as good as seeing Pop Rocks. And honestly, they 
were really there for Olivia, and rightfully so. While Alicia 
and Roxanne reprised their rock-star outfits from the Pop 
Rocks concert, and Ranch looked like she belonged in 
Seattle with her grunge-outfit, Olivia stuck to her signature 
yellow gown and gloves she had always worn with Fiona. 
Summer was also dressed well with white gloves and... well 
actually all her friends wore gloves. 


As for Olivia herself, this was in fact the first time | saw 
some life come back to her: 


"lam not making this up," Olivia told them as she passed on 
the joint they were all smoking. | wasn't sure if Tom had 
hooked them up or Summer brought it. Honestly, the two of 
them probably would have become a couple if Tom wasn't 
taken already, "Kelsey is literally dangling from me and 
Ayla's arms about to be swallowed up in Niagara Falls." 


Oh God... She was telling them this story? 
“That's insane!" Roxanne said. 


Olivia turned around noticing that we were coming back, 
"Kelsey, what was it that you had taken again? LSD?" 


"| don't," | looked at the ground, "Really want to talk about 
it." 


Ayla held her hand knowing how nervous | was about this 
Story. | Know it was entertaining to hear about sweet 
innocent Kelsey Greenberg getting high and almost diving 
into the Falls, but not enough time had passed that | could 
laugh about it yet. Alicia actually patted my cheek with her 
light blue gloved hand giving me a smile. 


"Whatever," Olivia said and turned back to her friends, "So 
yeah, that happened. So needless to say, it was a trip from 
hell." 


"| had fun with you all," Alicia brought me, Ayla, Jessie and 
Ashley in the group, "Seeing Pop Rocks together." 


"Oh my God!" Ashley whined, "I'm still made you guys for 
not inviting me." 


"It was in New York Ashley," | told her. 


"I'm sad | missed it too," Ranch spoke up, "Katie Kerrigan is 
like my idol." 


"Oh Katie Kerrigan," Olivia groaned, "Don't get me started 
with her." 


"Yeah," Alicia spoke up, "That fight she had with..." She 
hesitated not wanting to bring Fiona up. | think she wanted 


to keep Olivia in a good mood, "Well, she played her ass 
off." 


"Jessie," Roxanne said, "It really is a shame about Shiho, she 
was fun to hang out with." 


"Yeah," Jessie looked a little disappointed in hearing that 
name spoken, "But hey, life goes on." 


"Sorry," another voice, an English voice, came into the 
conversation, "The line for the ladies' room was bloody 
awful." 


This was the famous Eileen, the red-head freckle faced 
friend who could have become Olivia's new love interest 
back in College. We briefly saw her come in late for the 
concert, but hadn't really had a chance to talk to her. She 
wasn't exactly a beauty, in as much as Olivia or Alicia had 
made her up to be. She didn't dress in any kind of outfit 
rivaling Olivia's or Fiona's, but she did wear pink gloves. | 
never knew what to think of that. 


"You missed my whole story Eileen!" Olivia snorted at her. 
"Sorry Ollie," Eileen hugged her and kissed her cheek. 


It dawned on me that Eileen could very easily have been 
Olivia's surrogate girlfriend. | had heard rumors that this 
happened in college. No one could replace Fiona for Olivia, 
but could Eileen be her support? Time would tell. 


"So um..." Eileen looked to me, "Kelsey, Ayla, Jessica and... 
I'm sorry love | don't know if we were properly introduced." 


"Ashley," Was the girl Eileen was referring to. 


Still holding onto Olivia, Eileen waved, "Ashley, hi! Well 
tomorrow, the six of us are going to go visit Fiona in the 
hospital tomorrow. Will you four join us? | know it's difficult." 


More than Alicia knew. Ayla, Ashley and Jessie nodded in 
agreement. But seeing Fiona's unconscious body again: 


"I," | decided to speak my mind, "I'm very nervous about 
seeing her again. I've seen her so many times since the 
accident, | saw her DURING the accident. I've talked to 
Olivia about this. It's just so emotionally distressing to see 
her like that." 


"| understand," Olivia said aloud to everyone. She didn't 
start crying or anything, but her demeanor had changed, 
"And frankly | don't know why you all want to go see her. | 
mean you didn't like seeing her when she was conscious, 
she's not much better in a coma." 


Her college friends all protested that, amicably, and took 
turns touching Olivia's shoulder, consoling her, etc. 


"Ollie," Eileen spoke for the group holding her, "I Know a lot 
of us had some very harsh thing to say about her, and 
honestly, | don't take any of them back. But | know how 
much she means to you, how much she means to all of your 
friends. The love you two share is something you don't have 
to explain to anyone. But we love you, and we all knew 
Fiona, and we want to go see her and pay our respects." 


This is when Olivia's tears began to show. 


"You know," Jessie, every the public speaker, positioned 
herself to be the center of attention, "Look at us right now. 
All ten of us are standing around wearing opera-length dress 
gloves, at a rock concert nonetheless. It just goes to show 
you how much influence Fiona had on us. Even in her 


absence, she's brought all of us together as friends on this 
beautiful night, sharing this one seemingly abnormal 
accessory choice. And we all come from different places, 
different upbringings, different aspirations for life. | too lost 
something on this trip, | lost the love of my life, | can't speak 
with the woman | consider my sister, and | was certain at 
the time of impact | was going to lose my life. But we're 
here together, we're friends, and we have Fiona to thank for 
that." 


So many emotions, especially a crying Olivia, and even 
myself feeling teary eyed, came from that speech. 


"You're so eloquently, Jessie," Eileen said, "You must have a 
future in public speaking." 


"| hope so," Jessie smiled. 


The night went off wonderful as all ten of us enjoyed each 
other's company. But late in the evening, it was time to go 
home and prepare our journey to see our friend again. That 
just left me and Ayla at the apartment. 


"Ayla," | told her, feeling in the mood, "Can you leave all 
your latex clothes on?" 


Ayla's eyes widened from that, "Sure!" She smiled like an 
excited love-sick schoolgirl. 


With her latex gloves, top and mini-skirt, | was indeed very 
turned on by this hot woman hovering over me. She began 
to kiss me. 


"What do you want me to do?" | asked her. 


Ayla sighed, "What would you like?" She asked. 


"Well," | smiled, "I kind of just want to wear my black gloves 
and nothing else. | was hoping you could slowly take off 
everything with your latex gloves." 


Ayla smiled at that and as she began to speedily remove 
everything, | slowed her down. | wanted to savor this 
moment. | could tell she was excited, but she did as she was 
asked and took her time in unhooking my bra and removing 
my panties. 


"You know," | told her, "We never really had our heart to 
heart after the vacation. Remember we said we would do 
that?" 


Ayla decided to stop hovering over me and lie on her side 
next to me on the bed, "I thought we did. | told you about 
Brenda, how we let it end the way it needed to, and I've 
been doing my best to make you feel more included in my 
fantasies and not get too carried away." 


"| know," | told her and touched her face with my black 
leather glove, "And | too have been trying as hard as | can 
to not be so prudish, at least as of late." 


"Well," She said, "| Know it was difficult for a while, me 
having my arm ina sling, you still having bandages." 


| felt the side of my face where a scar from my wound was. 
Ayla told me it was barely noticeable even at close range, 
but | always felt it there: 


"It just feels melancholic. Jessie broke up with Shiho, Olivia 
no longer has Fiona in her life, it seems like you and | are 
the sole surviving couple of The Fiona Five." 


Ayla nodded, "Lucky us?" She smiled trying to joke around. 


"But," | asked her, "What if we have another fight? | know 
we're working on it, but I'm still so shy, and you're still so-" 


"Kelsey," Ayla put her latex finger on my lips, "If there's 
anything we have to learn from this fateful trip, it's that all 
that bullshit doesn't matter. Will it really matter in the end if 
Olivia and Fiona had a fight in Rome and practically broke 
up? Olivia still sits by Fiona's side every day. Jessie said it 
best, life goes on. Right now, you are my life. | love you so 
much. And life is short. We can't spend every minute of our 
day worrying about the mortality of our relationship. We'll 
work together to make it the best we can, and work out our 
differences when them come up." 


| nodded, "I love you too my sweet Aylee." 


Ayla and | stared at each other for a long time. Out of the 
blue, she simply asked me, "Do you want to get married?" 


| didn't know how to respond to that. Do | want to get 
married? Well the truth is, she had told me that before, on 
the plane. She stayed true to her word. If we survived the 
crash, she would marry me and we would raise a baby 
together. 


"I'm not trying to pull a Shiho on you," Ayla said, "You can 
say no, | won't freak out. | Know it's random-" 


"Ayla," | stopped her, | had an answer ready, "Never ina 
million years." 


The light in Ayla's eyes went away. Her face turned white, 
"I... [im sorry I-" 


"Will 1," | continued and smiled, "answer that question 
without you giving me an engagement ring!" 


Ayla sighed in relief and laughed, "Oh God, you scared me!" 


“Now you know how it feels," | tickled her, "So you buy me a 
diamond ring and then we'll talk about whether | want to 
marry you or not. Now, if you don't mind," | breathed in her 
ear and whispered, "I've been horny all night staring at your 
latex outfit, and | need you to do something about it." 


Ayla gasped like she was having orgasmic reflexes, "You 
asked for it!" 


Immediately we made out and our gloved fingers began 
exploring our bodies. Inevitably, Ayla's latex clothes had to 
come off, save the latex gloves. | loved the feeling of those 
things. And she loved the feeling of my leather gloves. At 
one point, | took control. | got on top of Ayla, pinned her 
down, taking care not to hurt her arm and began to sway 
my finger to the rhythm of her gasping. Ayla moaned like | 
had never heard her moan before. The memories of the 
vacation melted away into the sheets. Maybe tomorrow we 
would change it up and | could be the one decked out in 
Latex, and she could be in a business suit with white gloves. 
It didn't really matter as long as Ayla was with me. 


The Fiona Five's vacation around was over. We were home. 
And as long as the love of my life was with me, and my 
friends were not far away, there was no need to go 
anywhere else. 


THE END 


End Notes: Wow, / can't believe this Is finally over. It's a 
relief to finally have this story finished and out of my life. 


So / stand by my opinion that this story wasn't as good as 
the first one. THE FIONA FIVE I was a fun cute high school 


fantasy story. Co-writing HOTSPRING HOLIDAY with Glee- 
Chan with Jessica as the main character was fun, and | 
enjoyed writing TALES FROM COLLEGE. While | had major 
aspirations to write this story and Glee-Chan was behind me 
100%, it just felt apart really fast, and | found myself so 
unspiried to finish it, realizing it wasn't going to be as good 
as the first one, nor could it live up to the standards of Glee- 
Chan's masterpiece LOVE LETTER LOVELIES. That along with 
my personal problems in life, it's difficult for me to read this 
story in full. 


However, | really do appreciate everyone's encouragement, 
especially Glee-Chan for kicking my ass to finish it. This Is 
most likely the last time | will ever visit The Fiona Five again. 
| think the end of this story kind of speaks for itself. 


As for what happens after this, you'll have to just come up 
with that on your own. | know Glee-Chan has plans for her 
characters following this story and | encourage everyone to 
follow her profile and Deviant Art page where she has some 
beautiful artwork of The Fiona Five. 


Stay Glovely my Lovelies. Life moves pretty fast. If you don't 
stop and take a look everyone once in a while, you could 
miss It. 


Sailor Jane signing Off. 
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